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'' ' Sleep/ said the Peri, as softly she stole 
The farewell sigh of that vanisdiing soul, 
As trae as e'er warm'd a woman's breast. 
* Sleep on, in visions of odour rest, 
In balmier airs than ever yet stirr'd 
Th' enchanted pile of that holy bird. 
Who sings at the last his own death lay, 
And in music and perfume dies away." 

Moore. 
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CHAPTER I. 

The great clock of the H6tel de Ville at Dieppe 
had just struck ten when the iron gate of one of the 
most imposing houses in the Rue Aguado opened 
to allow the exit of a tall, graceful, young girl, her 
fair and brilliant complexion made more dazzling 
still by her earnest dark blue eyes. 

She wore a pretty sailor costume with gold 
anchors embroidered on the large collar, and deep 
gold lace on the sleeves. She was accompanied 
by an elderly lady, dressed in black silk, with a 
bell-shaped hat of plaited straw, who carried two 
sunshades and a binocular. 

When the girl had inhaled a few breaths of 
B 
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1 CLOUD AND SUNSHINE. 

the keen sea air^ she made a quick little movement 
of ^delight, and said : *' Oh, Harriett, is not this 
splendid weather ? " 

The elderly lady, evidently her governess, 
nodded her head and gave a kind of approving 
sniff; then, using her sharp elbow as a sort of 
spur, she directed her pupil towards the harbour. 
The sea was bathed in a lovely grey haze, 
shimmering into a soft pink, sweet and delicate as 
opal tints. The sun pierced the light clouds 
which floated on the clear air, and a fresh breeze 
came from the land, bending the slender stems of 
the tamarisk trees, and flapping the coloured flags 
which fluttered gaily over the big hotels. The 
greensward which stretches along the esplanade 
was dried up by the summer heat, and trodden 
down by much traflSc in this bathing season, and 
looked as brown as an old straw matting ; still the 
young people in jerseys or flannel suits who played 
lawn tennis, and the fair-haired children who flew 
their large bat-shaped kites, found it an amusing 
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THE SONG OF THE SWAN. 1 1 

playground, while dog-fanciers promenaded their 
puppies up and down in a leash, — ^poor little 
animals, — terriers, poodles, and turnspits all mixed 
together. The little tramway car which performed 
the journey between the Casino and the jetty 
passed along at the slow pace of its sleepy horse, 
while, bawling at the pitch of their cracked voices, 
dirty, unkempt little urchins from Pollet tried to 
dispose of their programmes of the races. 

Walking quickly, our two ladies were just 
passing the Hotel Royal, when a tall youDg man 
came out of the court. His head was bent, and 
he was so absorbed in thought that he almost 
knocked up against them. He lifted his hat and 
begged pardon in a slightly foreign accent, and 
stood back to let them pass. An exclamation 
from the young lady made him raise his eyes, 
his face became crimson, his dark eyes sparkled, 
and clasping his hands, half in wonder, half in joy, 
he cried : 

*' Daisy ! Is it you ? Can it possibly be you ? " 
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12 CLOUD AND SUNSHINE. 

" Stenio ! " said the girl, greatly excited. Then 
with a familiar but haughty gesture, she put her 
hand on the stranger's arm, and suddenly gave way 
to her eager curiosity. 

" Quick ; tell me about my sister. — Where have 
you left her ? How is she ? But what a goose I 
am ; of course you are at Dieppe — and she is with 
you ! — Stenio, dear Stenio, I beseech ^ you, where 
is Maud? Quick, tell me; take me to her; I am 
dying to see her." 

" Daisy, my child," stammered Stenio, and his 
large forehead, crowned by its wealth of short dark 
curls, became troubled, like a peaceful lake ruffled 
by a rush of wind ; tears stood in his eyes, and his 
voice trembled. 

At this moment the elderly lady in the eccentric 
hat, who from the very first had seemed petrified 
with astonishment, recovered from her shock and 
decided to interfere. 

"Daisy, dear, I beg of you," she exclaimed, 
placing herself between her pupil and the yoimg 
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gentleman. " You know your father's com- 
mands. — ^And if he suspected that in my very 
presence — An interview like this. — Oh, it is alto- 
gether impossible. — ^You must consider, my dear 
child, — and if you are too excited to listen to me, 
this gentleman must understand.*' 

Quite out of breath she stopped short in her 
incoherent exclamations, and stood there before the 
two young people with her eyes wide open, and 
her mind in a state of confusion, which was half- 
pathetic and half-amusing. 

Then Daisy, with drawn brows and resolute 
lips, said, — 

"Harriett, listen to me. You know I am 
obedient in ordinary circumstances, and you know 
how I love you! But to-day, don't you see, 
Harriett, how serious this matter is. It is Maud, 
ray sister Maud, whom it concerns. — Ah, 
Harriett, how can you force me to argue on such a 
subject?" 

A torrent of tears stopped her words. Some 
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14 CLOUD AND SUNSHINE. 

people driving past to a luncheon-party at Pourville 
looked with surprise at the old lady and the pretty 
young girl who was talking to her so eagerly and 
tearfully in presence of the tall, sad-looking, young 
gentleman. The governess shook her grey ring- 
lets under her hat, saying not a word, but looking 
as obstinate as an old mule. Then she decided to 
continue her remonstrances. 

" But your father's wishes ? " 

"But your Daisy's prayers," eagerly answered 
the girl. " Harriett, you must choose between my 
father and me ! You have over and over again 
told me that nothing in the world would ever part 
us, and that even when I am married you hope to 
stay with me, and take care of my little ones. 
Well, Harriett, are you going to break all your 
promises to-day ? It will be a terrible grief to me. 
But, Harriett, if you oppose me now, all must be at 
an end between us.'' . 

" Daisy ! " sobbed the poor old governess. — 
" Oh, Daisy, I'll do anything for love of you, my 
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darling, you know that well. — I would lay down 
my life for you. But this thing is so strictly 
forbidden. What will my lord say when he 
knows ? " 

" Well, I shall tell him myself. — So come now, 
that is finished ; and I do love you, Harriett, you 
good old darling ! " 

And with her soft young lips she kissed the 
distressed face of her old governess. 

" I shall never, never forget what you are doing 
for my sake, and my brother-in-law. Monsieur Stenio 
Marackzy will not forget it either, I am sure." 

The stranger gravely bent his head, and turning 
to Daisy, said thoughtfully, — 

" You wish to see your sister ? Alas ! you will 
not see her as she was ; she is very greatly 
changed, my poor Maud, she has been very ill." 

The girl, raising her sorrowful eyes to her 
brother-in-law, asked, " Is she in danger ? " 

" Yes, Daisy, she is dangerously ill." 

She subdued her emotion, and, followed by 
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16 CLOUD AND SUNSHINE. 

Harriett, who walked as if on a rack, the two young 
people entered the courtyard of the hotel As 
they moved towards the small square pavilion on 
the right hand side of the building, they passed an 
elegantly attired young lady, accompanied by a 
nun, wearing the grey gown and the white cap of 
the sisters of the poor. Daisy turned her head 
quickly, and hastened her steps, hurrying Steitio 
along as if afraid of being recognised in his com- 
pany. But her precaution was too late. She 
heard the young lady exclaim in an astonished 
voice, — 

" Why, look ! there is Miss Mellivan and 
Marackzy ! " 

An uneasy feeling came over Daisy for a 
moment, but she was too excited to take much 
notice, and passed on. Stenio opened the door of 
the pavilion, and, followed by her governess, the 
girl entered. 

The nun had stopped and looked after the 
stranger, then raising her eyes to heaven — 
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THE SONG OF THE SWAN. 17 

" Ah, madame ! if Monsieur Marackzy would 
only allow his name to appear on our concert bills, 
what a windfall that would be for our poor little 
orphans of the sea ! " 

" You know, then, who Monsieur Marackzy is, 
Sister Elizabeth ? " 

"Madame, is he not universally known as the 
equal, the rival even of Liszt and Rubenstein ? " 

"Yes; and it is very imfortunate for us that 
since his wife has been so seriously ill, he will not 
perform in public. — Quite recently at Vienna, he 
refused to play before the Emperor, for whom he 
has the greatest respect and regard, as indeed 
Francis-Joseph was his first patron." 

" But what he refused to an Emperor it is pos- 
sible he might grant to fatherless children ? " 

" Well, I only know of one person who might 
possibly succeed in — oh, I have it ! — there is Daisy 
Mellivan. It would be a splendid success. The 
seats would bring forty francs each, and the 
hall would- be completely filled. Why, the 
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receipts would certainly amount to thirty thousand 
francs ! " 

Sister Elizabeth crossed her hands on her 
bosom in an ecstasy, and her lips moved as if in 
prayer. 
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CHAPTER 11. 

Stenio Makackzy was indisputably one of the 
greatest artistes who ever produced music from a 
violin. Possessing all the originality and fantastic 
conception of Paganini, he had in his eccentric 
moods performed most wonderful feats with his 
bow. But it was not by a trick of shifting up and 
down on the fourth string of a violin that our great 
musician made his reputation, and if his touch was 
almost divine, his creations were those of genius. 
He was an improvisatore of marvellous power and 
incomparable grace. His themes varied with his 
moods, and presented the strongest contrasts. By 
turns his magic bow evoked melodies which awoke 
in the imagination such scenes of winter desolation 
as may be found in the vast plains of the Danube, 
their marshes peopled only by silent herons ; then 
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20 CLOUD AND SUNSHINE. 

changing to a gayer theme, a village /^e would rise 
before his audience, with all the sounds of happy 
laughter, while the maidens danced the coquettish 
czardas with their lovers. Then lastly, a fierce 
warlike march would break out — the sound of the 
trumpet, the roll of the cannon, and the clear 
ringing clash of the sabres thrilling through his 
listeners. It was the very soul and spirit of 
Hungary, sad, joyful, and heroic, which sang through 
Marackz/s violin. 

This was the spell which in his own country had 
made him as popular as Kossuth, and which had 
gained him devoted admirers all over Europe 
wherever his violin was heard. 

The son of a chapel master of the royal palace of 
Pesth, he had not been allowed to grow up in the 
half-savage liberty usual among the rude Tziganies, 
who lead such wild lives in those great Danubian 
plains. His musical education had been carefully 
attended to in his boyhood, and his later trjsdning 
had been perfect. One day, when playing a violin 
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solo, composed by his father, in presence of the 
Emperor and King, his great talent was remarked, 
and he was taken to Vienna to perform at the 
Court concerts, where he at once made a profound 
sensation. He was the lion of that winter season ; 
people were attracted no less by his personal beauty 
and his modest demeanour than by his talent. He 
was just twenty years of age, with an air of gentle 
breeding, and a rather thoughtful expression in his 
dark tender eyes, in which flashed at times the 
ardour of an eastern fire. 

The golden-haired Viennese ladies quite lost 
their hearts to the handsome dark-haired young 
player, and Stenio became the spoilt child of the 
Austrian world of fashion, and bore the burden of 
his happy fortune with incredible ease. 

He had no upstart airs, and no inclination to 
push himself forward, and without any eflfort of 
his own he was received on terms of equality among 
the highest of the land. He spent money as freely 
as he made it easily. No unfortunate person ever 
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asked him in vain for help, but when some mer- 
chant prince requested him to play in his salons, 
his demands were extravagant 

Having made his fame in his own country — -a 
thing, according to the old proverb, rare to accom- 
plish — Stenio now attempted the conquest of 
Europe. He went first to Paris, where in turn all 
our greatest virtuosi try their skill on that unique 
touchstone which we call the Parisian public. 
Capricious and excitable, quickly infatuated and 
prompt to scorn, but vibrating with unmistakable 
sincerity at once when brought in contact with true 
genius, this Parisian public gave Marackzy a 
frenzied ovation. 

When, accompanied on the piano by Planti, he 
played his marvellous Marche des Honveds for the 
the first time at the Cirque d'Hiver, the effect was 
electrical When he had finished, there was one 
minute beyond description, during which the whole 
audience stood up shouting and applauding, as if 
carried away in a fit of mad enthusiasm. The 
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success of the Hungarian artiste was instantaneous. 
Certain malicious journals ventured to make some 
venomous remarks, but Stenio soared too high for 
such attacks to have power to touch him. The 
slander of the wicked did not wither a single leaf 
in his crown, and he went on joyous and triumphant. 

For ten years the young violinist — ^handsome, 
rich, and fSted — travelled about Europe, sowing as 
he went his melodies like pearls, and making for- 
tunes for his agents and publishers. 

But each year, in the month of July, he disap- 
peared, and till the following October the music of 
his violin was heard no more. Like a shooting 
star which traces its brilliant path and plunges 
abruptly into the midnight darkness, this great 
artiste, in the very height of his famie, disappeared, 
and no one knew what became of him. 

And while the newspapers were busy forging the 
most improbable stories, describing his supposed 
retreat, Stenio was living in quiet seclusion close to 
Pesth on a small estate he had bought for his 
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father, recovering from his fatigues, and in the 
society of the old chapel master becoming once 
more a boy. No more passionate improvisations, 
no more dreamy visions flashing from his magic bow, 
only now the restful study of old masters to fortify 
and calm. The great Marackzy became again a 
child, the docile pupil of his father, and he spent 
long evenings interpreting Mozart, Beethoven, and 
Weber, strengthening his eager spirit at the pure 
sources of ideal inspiration. 

It was a touching sight to see this sublime 
artiste treated just like a schoolboy by the old 
man, patiently playing over and over again some 
passage which had appeared defective. Then for 
the furniture of that old house, for the roses climb- 
ing up the windows, for the birds in the garden, he 
would make celestial music to which a frenzied 
public would have listened spellbound. 

As autumn approached he would appear once 
more in Vienna, and then renew his artistic tours 
over the Continent ; and he had reached his thir- 
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tieth year, crowned with glory, rich in wealth and 
honours, without his brow being once darkened by 
the shadow of remorse or sorrow. 

At this time, on the earnest solicitation of the 
famous manager Bumstett, he determined to cross 
the Atlantic, and play in America. 

Before going there, however, he had a wish to 
spend a few weeks in England. The Prince of 
Wales, who had long been an admirer of his genius, 
had invited him to Scotland. But, first of aU, the 
Prince desired that the Queen, who had never 
heard Marackzy, should have an opportunity of 
listening to his unrivalled playing, so he was to 
perform at Windsor. Only a select few had the 
honour of being invited ; and when Stenio appeared 
in the salon with his violin in his hand, a low 
murmur arose among the group of ladies who sur- 
rounded the Sovereign. It passed over Stenio like 
a caressing breath, then ceased ; and the musician, 
slightly nervous, smiled, and without lifting his 
eyes, drew a light stroke with his bow as a 
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sign to his accompanist that he was ready, and 
began. 

He played a reverie of sad harmonies, express- 
ing the lamentation of a suflfering soul just leaving the 
world, which he had called the " Song of the Swan" 

With his marvellous power, the souvenirs of a 
joyous past and brilliant scenes, alternated with 
the heartrending cries of a present desolation. It 
was no longer the violin which sang; it was a 
broken heart itself which sighed out its last re- 
grets with its latest breath. 

Stenio, with his eyelids closed, as was his habit, 
oblivious of all who surrounded him, his whole 
being concentrated in his music, brought out the 
last notes pure as the breath of an angel winging 
its flight to heaven, when a deep sob broke the 
stillness of that charmed audience, and made him 
raise his eyes. 

He glanced round the brilliant room, and then 
saw quite close to him a young girl, her face full 
of emotion, and her eyes filled with tears. Her 
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hands clasped as if in prayer, she sat there per- 
fectly still ; for her the world had vanished. 

Transported by the inspiration of this exquisite 
music, she had soared to the sacred realms of 
eternal song. Heavenly voices charmed her ears, 
an infinite sweetness penetrated her soul, and she 
only longed to listen for ever to this divine concert. 

The music ceased amid great applause and ani- 
mation, the audience was excited enough to forget 
the etiquette which royalty imposes, and every one 
rose to congratulate Stenio. In the general con- 
fusion the young girl was roused from her dream 
by a soft voice which whispered, " Maud ! Why, 
Maud r 

Her eyelids fluttered as if she had been asleep, 
and she sighed ; then smiling to her sister, who 
was leaning over her uneasily, she said — 

"Ah! Daisy, I was far away !" She could see, 
standing among the ladies of the Court, the 
musician, listening with grave reserve to the com- 
pliments they paid him. Then he appeared to 
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speak a few'words to the Prince, who brought him 
up to her ; and Stenio was bowing before her while 
his royal patron said, " Miss Mellivan, my friend, 
Monsieur Marackzy, who has requested the honour 
of being presented to you." 

Maud uttered a few confused words ; she felt 
hot and nervous, and when she recovered her pre- 
sence of mind the Prince had gone, and M. Marackzy 
was preparing to play again. 

That enchanted bow once more held her 
enthralled, and the evening passed like a delicious 
dream. 

Marackzy, who had only intended to remain a 
few days in England, prolonged his stay for many 
weeks. The American journals announced that 
his tour in that country was only delayed, but 
it soon became evident that he had altogether 
abandoned his intention of going there. 

A greater charm kept Stenio in England. He 
refused all engagements, and seemed to wish people 
to forget that he was an artiste by profession. He 
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went largely into society and lived the life of a 
wealthy noble. It required much persuasion to 
get him to play anywhere, and even where he 
visited on terms of great intimacy^ the solicitations 
of his lady Mends were seldom successful Miss 
Mellivan alone was able at any time to overcome 
his objections. One word from her was a command 
to Stenio ; at such times he would take up a violin 
— any violin would do — and he would play his 
most impassioned airs^ as if he wished to distil them 
like some subtle philter into the heart of the girl. 
And the charm always worked, for Maud, on the 
wings of fancy, followed her enchanter wherever he 
was pleased to carry her. 

Lord Mellivan, a very solemn personage, and 
secretary to the Admiralty, had been very kind to 
the celebrated Hungarian, and, at the end of the 
London season, he had given him an invitation to 
pay him a visit at his place in L:eland, at Dunlow, 
near Dublin, where his Lordship intended to intro- 
duce Marackzy into Irish society, this r61e of 
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Mecaenas being one which suited the rather conse- 
quential nobleman. 

Widowed while his girls were still children, Lord 
MeUivan had entrusted their care and instruction 
to a maiden lady of puritanically scrupulous 
principles, and believing that he had thus guarded 
against every dangerous influence, he lived in placid 
security, never even dreaming of the feelings Stenio 
had gradually awakened in his daughter's heart. 
He had not once happened to observe Maud's 
unusual interest in the great artiste, and full of the 
pride of his race, he would never have supposed it 
possible that a child bearing his name would stoop 
to this talented nobody. Listen to him, be en- 
tertained by his music, compliment him ; well and 
good. The attitude of a superior well pleased with 
the attentions of a grateful dependant, but to treat 
him as an equal, to love him ? That was a degra- 
dation quite beyond the power of the old gentle- 
man's imagination to conceive. 

Arrived and settled at Dunlow, he expected 
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Marackzy to follow in a few days, but the musician 
put off his visit firom time to time, as if unwilling 
to appear before his kind patron. 

One morning however, preceded by a tel^ram 
announcing the hour of his arrival, he came. 

The carriage which brought him had scarcely 
entered the lodge gates, when Maud, turning very 
pale, rose and went upstairs to her own room. 
Lord Mellivan went to meet his guest, and 
advanced, as Marackzy came up the steps, holding 
out his hand. Stenio bowed respectfully but with- 
out taking it, and said, in a grave voice, — 

" My Lord, before allowing you to welcome me, 
I must request the fiivour of a few moments' 
conversation . with you. When you have listened 
to what I have to say, I shall know whether I am 
to become your guest or to go away again." 

Lord Mellivan, very much astonished, looked at 
Marackzy attentively, and noticed that he was not 
in travelling costume, but dressed ceremoniously as 
if for a morning call ; and he also observed that the 
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carriage he had come in carried no luggage, as if 
he had not expected to remain. He wonderingly 
signed to the musician to follow him, and without 
any remark conducted him to the library. 

The interview lasted a quarter of an hour, at the 
end of which the door opened, and Marackzy came 
out, followed by Lord Mellivan. On the threshold 
Stenio turned and made an imploring gesture, to 
which the nobleman only replied by a scornful 
smile. The artiste uttered a few stifled words, and 
as Lord Mellivan, taking no further notice of his 
presence, re-entered the house, he gave an anxious 
look around him. At this moment the curtain of 
one of the upper windows was drawn back, and a 
blonde head appeared. Marackzy waved a de- 
spairing adieu, and with a very sorrowful counte- 
nance he sprang into the carriage and departed. 

For some days Maud remained in her own 
apartments. It was said that she was ill. Then 
after a little while Lord Mellivan returned 
to England, accompanied only by his younger 
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daughter^ and it was reported that Maud was 
suffering firom some tedious ailment, from which 
it was doubtful if she would recover, unless she 
remained in rest and quietness in her native air. 
The dejected look Lord Mellivan now wore 
appeared a proof that this story was correct ; but 
some people who knew the &mily well, main- 
tained that they had met Maud in Germany 
with Marackzy. This report at length grew to 
such scandalous importance, that some relations 
of Lord Mellivan's, very much annoyed by it, 
decided to warn him of it He listened coldly 
to what they said, then in a hollow voice, as if 
it cost him an effort to speak, replied — 

" It is, perhaps, as well that there should 
be some conversation between us about my 
daughter Maud, but it must be the last It is 
quite true that she has deserted her home for 
this Marackzy. They were married at Cowes 
before leaving England, so she is his lawful wife. 
During our stay in Ireland he had the audacity 
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to come to me to" ask the hand of my daughter 
Maud. I replied by requesting him to leave, 
my house at once. He declared that my daughter 
loved him, and that it was with her consent that 
he had made the request. He added that he was 
rich, honoured, and prayed me to form no im- 
mediate resolution. I persisted in my absolute 
refusal, and he departed. I then had to endure 
Maud's tears and lamentations. She was in 
despair. The villain had bewitched her. For 
days she remained silent, eating nothing, her 
eyes fixed and her ears strained, as if she were 
listening to distant mysterious music. I did all 
I could to divert her, but nothing succeeded. I 
relied on her pride : I hoped that she would come 
to understand the distance between herself and this 
man she loved. I ordered my daughter Daisy 
and their governess. Miss Harcourt, never to leave 
her alone. But in spite of all this, one evening 
her room was found empty. She had fled, aban- 
doning her father, her sister, the roof under 
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which her mother died, forgetting everything for 
an adventurer/' 

Lord Mellivan remained silent for a moment, 
his face hidden in his hands, then with an angry 
gesture, he continued — 

" From that day I ordered that the name of 
the miserable girl should never be mentioned 
before me. I do not know the wife of Monsieur 
Marackzy. She is no longer my daughter. You 
wished to know the truth, I have now told it you." 
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CHAPTER III. 

People gradually become used to the story, and it 
was seldom mentioned unless in sympathy with 
the young couple. The marvellous talent of the 
musician had never been displayed to such an 
extent as after his marriage. It seemed as if he 
wished by the might of his success to make his 
young wife forget the alienation from her family 
which her love for him had cost her. He created 
an atmosphere of triumph round her, overcame all 
prejudices, compelled admiration everywhere, and 
by the fascination of his art gained all hearts, 
while the outraged father received only blame and 
disapprobation for his absurd severity. 

Lord Mellivan's manner was much too imperious 
towards a man whom genius had ennobled and 
whom everyone delighted to honour. The Emperor 
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of Austria raised him to the rank of Goant, but he 
despised the title ; Marackzy, his simple name^ was 
enough for him. 

For ten years he had held Europe under his 
charm ; and his adored wife had every pleasure she 
could wish for. Welcomed everywhere, even in 
royal circles, and forming one of the chief attrac- 
tions of the fashionable world, she shone by the 
gentle charm of her fair loveliness. She perfected 
her husbaDd. Without her there would have been 
something missing in the successful career of the 
great Marackzy. She had added the brightest 
jewel to his crown — love. Stenio, rich, honoured, 
and beloved, seemed the living type of happiness 
in this world. But cruel fate was there, behind 
that triumphal car, biding its time to prove that 
no earthly joy is lasting. 

A year after the marriage a child was bom, a 
lovely little blossom, fair like his mother ; and in 
sweet maternal cares Maud lost all shadow of 
melancholy left by her father's harshness, and for 
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some months seemed entirely to forget the past. 
She floated along in a dream of love and pleasure 
with the splendour almost of an apotheosis, and he 
through whom she had all this glory seemed to 
become more and more worthy of her devotion. 
She took an active part in his artistic life, and 
gloried in his fame, which had now reached its 
greatest height. He was no longer contented with 
the delicate and startlingly original compositions 
which each day grew under his magic hand. His 
ambition was to be known as an operatic com- 
poser. He had written a fantastic ballet called 
" The Sprites," and an opera in which the Magyar 
patriotism flashed out with its imperious emphasis. 
It was brought out in the Grand Opera House at 
Vienna, and from this time the enthusiasm of his 
admirers knew no bounds, and the "Hungarian 
Chopin," as he was now called, seemed in a fair 
way of equalling the most illustrious old masters of 
music. 

It was then that Maud, on the suggestion of her 
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husband, risked an attempt at reconciliation with 
her father. She wrote him a letter full of tender 
affection and submission, in which she implored 
him to forgive her. She said to herself, success 
compounds many things, and perhaps my haughty 
father will be less severe to the wife of the great 
composer at the acme of his fame than he was to 
the young bride of Stenio, incomparable artiste as 
even then he was. After eight days of anxious 
waiting, her letter was returned unopened. 

The pride of the English lord had been too 
deeply wounded, and he kept his word ; he would 
no longer know or recognise his daughter. 

It was a poignant grief to Maud, but light 
indeed compared to that which destiny had pre- 
pared for her. 

The very evening of the day on which she 
received her returned letter, her little boy fell ilL 
The young mother's nervous, sensitive nature took 
alarm, for she traced a mysterious connection 
between the old man's wrath and her child's illness. 
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A terrible presentiment came over her, and threw 
her into an agony of fear, which she tried to hide 
from Stenio. 

For a week she nursed her darling with passion- 
ate devotion, never for a moment leavyig him, 
and yearning for the power to breathe her own life 
into the dying spirit of her child. But it was all 
of no avail. The little pink cheeks paled, the 
bright eyes clouded, and the sweet lips which had 
only known how to smile, became pinched and 
drawn, then suddenly, without a struggle, calmly, 
as a little dove lulled in its nest, the child passed 
away. 

Poor Maud, always delicate and tender-hearted, 
was crushed by the blow; she had an attack of 
brain fever, and her wild delirium dismayed all 
who surrounded her. Her screams were terrible, 
and she prayed that the vengeance of heaven might 
fall on her cruel father, whom she accounted re- 
sponsible for the misery which had overwhelmed 
her. She was delirious for many days, then sud- 
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denly sunk into a state of silent melancholy, re- 
maining quite speechless for weeks, her eyes fixed 
on vacancy, tearless and prayerless. Stenio, in 
despair, tried every way to rouse her from her 
deathlike torpor, but when he spoke to her she did 
not seem to hear, and even his sublime music had 
no power to move her. He played, but without 
being able to arouse her attention. His most 
tender melodies left her sad and irresponsive, and 
this marvellous art with which he had gained the 
heart of the young girl was now powerless to awake 
her. 

She changed greatly ; her face became pale 
and worn, her eyes got hollow, and a frequent hard 
cough racked her thin frame. Stenio was much 
alarmed, and consulted the best physicians in 
Vienna. They advised him to take Maud to 
Italy. In a milder climate, they thought, far from 
that country in which such sorrow had overtaken 
her, she might perhaps recover her health and 
spirits. 



Digitized by 



Google 



42 CLOUD AND SUNSHINE. 

Marackzy, with a great dread in his heart, 
journeyed from place to place during half a year 
with his adored wife, ainid brilliant sunshine, among 
lovely flowers, beside blue waters, where the soft, 
warm breezes blow, laying at her feet every pleasure, 
every luxury which might make life pleasant, but 
nothing restored poor Maud ; the sickness from 
which she sufiored was sickness of the heart, which 
no physician in this world could cure. 

However, although her physical strength declined, 
her spirits seemed to revive a little. She shook 
off some of her apathy, and as if possessed of some 
secret knowledge of the gravity of her condition, 
she exerted herself to comfort her husband ; it 
indeed almost seemed as if she tried to make her- 
self more necessary to him, more fascinating even 
in order that she might be the more deeply re- 
gretted. 

She put aside her silent sorrow, talked and 
smiled, and took an interest in all he did^ and 
entered into all his plans for the future. Summer 
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had oome^ and she began to lament that it was 
not possible for them to pay a visit to her own 
country. 

" I do think/' she said, " that there I should 
entirely regain my strength. What enjoyment it 
would be to me to see once more those great blue 
lakes, and the fresh green woods. Those emerald 
woods of my own Ireland, where my sister is ! But 
then my father is there also.*' Her brow clouded, 
and in a low voice she murmured, " No, I must 
not go there again. He forbade me ! But how 
good it would be to breathe again my native air ! 
That is what would cure me. Oh ! Stenio, if I 
could only get well again and not leave you — stay 
with you for a long time yet." 

Then in a sorrowfiil voice she whispered as to 
herself, " But my father does not wish to see me I " 

She had frequent returns of this intense desire 
to live ; it was nature and youth asserting their 
dominion and rebelling against death. But peace 
and resignation always came to her again, although 
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at times she had a great wish to be near the sea 
which washed the shores of England. It seemed 
to her that thus she would be nearer her beloved 
country. The watery space which separated her 
from it might more easily be bridged over by her 
fancy, and some part of her, a breath or a sob, 
might be carried to her father's house on the wings 
of the wind. 

This was why they had come to Dieppe. 
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Maud seemed almost lost among the pillows of the 
large bed on which she lay, so jEragile was her body 
and so thin and worn her fiice, and she was feeble 
as a child. Her beautiful flaxen hair had faded 
like a withered flower; but under the delicate 
eyebrows which crossed her white forehead, her 
lovely blue eyes sparkled with a shaded lustre. 
There was in their expression the scared resignation 
of one who is being carried nearer and nearer 
death, powerless to escape. Two crimson spots 
stained her cheeks, and her thin hands were trans- 
parent. 

Through the open window the sun and the pure 
fresh air entered freely, nevertheless the invalid 
panted for breath, or the next moment a shiver 
shook her. 
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Her sister was leaning her head on the pillow, 
and trying to control her emotion ; she cried softly. 
Stenio standing near the bedside looked sadly at 
the two girls, united again after so much sorrow, 
and looking back on the past he thought of Maud 
as she was when he saw her for the first time. 

Daisy, in her strong young beauty, was the living 
image of her sister as she had been at twenty ; and 
with a painful tightening of his heart, Marackzy 
thought, — 

" It is I who have made of that adored and 
happy child, the poor heartbroken creature who is 
slowly dying before my eyes. I am the author of 
all her misfortunes. For my sake she left every- 
thing and all she loved ; and what have I been able 
to give her in exchange ? The vain glory of 
empty applause, the enjoyment of luxury which was 
not new to her. Ah ! if our child had only lived 1 
Hia caresses would have dried all her tears, his eyes 
would have wooed her to forget the blue skies of 
her country, his little rosy limbs would have 
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replaced all her family. But our love was doomed, 
the angel flew away, and alas, now, I fear his 
mother is going to rejoin him." 

The great musician bent his head, and bitter 
tears ran down his cheeks. He stood there lost in 
his sad meditation, relieving by those tears his 
swelling heart, and sorrowful as death, when Maud's 
voice recalled him to himself. 

" Stenio, why do you stand there by yourself ? 
Come here. You are crying, Stenio. What is it ? " 

" Nothing, my dearest, only the excitement of 
seeing your sister beside you at last." 

" It is indeed a great joy, Stenio, and you gave 
me the joy. You brought her to me," said Maud, 
with a smile. " I seem to feel better already since 
Daisy came. Ah, if I could only keep her for a 
while, she would give me back health and life. 
But, Stenio, there is someone else I would like to 
see besides her." 

Her voice became grave, and a shadow passed 
over her face. 
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" Ah ! if only my father would forgive us ! " 

" Maud ! " exclaimed Daisy and Stenio together. 
She had raised herself, and her eyes were burning 
with a sudden fire. 

" It is his harshness which is killing me ! " said 
she, with despairing emotion. "BQs anger has 
been a burden too heavy for me to bear. It broke 
my heart. Ah, for pity's sake he might come ! 
If I might only see him ! He need not even speak 
to me, if he has nothing to say to me. He need 
not even enter here if it is displeasing to him. K 
he would only pass by in the street, before my 
window, like any stranger, I should at least see 
him, and that would be new life for ma" 

Exhausted with her exertion she fell back on 
her pillows, struggling for breath. Her husband 
and Daisy raised her a little, tenderly, doing all 
they could to restore her, and after a few agonized 
moments she revived, and caressing her sister's 
cheek with her hand, she said in a faint voice, 

"Forgive me, my darling, I am vexing you; 
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but, you see, it is my fate always to grieve those I 
love. And yet I do not wish to be unkind ! " 

At these words, pronounced with angelic sweet- 
ness, Marackzy fell on his knees by "the bedside, 
and laying his burning forehead on the waxen 
hands of his wife — . 

" My poor suffering angel, my darling wife ! " he 
cried, " you who have borne up so patiently all this 
time, it breaks my heart to hear you speak like 
this. If anyone has been wicked it is I alone — I, 
who seem only to have brought desolation into 
your life ! " 

" Oh, no, no ! You have made it beautiful and 
bright." 

" Beauty and brightness ? How much of either 
remains now. Ah, why am I not taken ? If I 
were gone your father would forgive. It is not you 
he wishes to punish, but me. He knows very well 
that your suffering rends my heart, and this is why 
he is implacable. Oh, my own sweet Maud, I 
would give my life to bring you a moment of joy. 
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Tell me, is there anything you wish for, any desire 
I can gratify ? Speak, Maud, it would be such 
happiness to me to do something you would 
like." 

Maud remained silent for a few moments as if 
weighing the importance of her' reply, and then 
she spoke so low, that her husband rather guessed 
what she said than heard it. 

" Before I die I would like to see my father." 

Marackzy paled. He had oflfered his life to 
Maud, and yet it almost seemed that she demanded 
more. But he did not hesitate, he replied firmly — 

" Very well. If it is possible to make him come, 
you shall see him." 

" Oh, Stenio," she murmured, " how good you 
are to me, and how I love you ! " 

The great musician forced himself to smile, then 
turning to his sister-in-law — 

" Dear Daisy," he said, " the morning is passing, 
will you try to see your father at once, and tell 
him how we met, and all that has happened ; hide 
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nothing from him, and ask him if he will do me 
the honour to receive me. However painful the 
interview may be for both of us, I think he will 
see the necessity of it, and not refuse to see me." 

"I will do exactly as you tell me," said the 
young girl ; and once more fondly kissing her sister, 
she left the room, accompanied by Stenio. 
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In the saloon of his yacht, which was moored just 
outside the harbour, Lord Mellivan had been pacing . 
slowly up and down for the last hour, waiting for 
Marackzy. A thick carpet deadened the sound of 
his footsteps, and the polished mahogany panelling, 
embellished with brass rods, shone in the radiant 
light from the open port windows, through which 
also entered the breezy odour of the flowing tide ; 
while in the distance the grinding noise of the 
chain of a crane discharging the cargo of a collier 
might be heard. 

The old lord saw, felt, and heard nothing. He 
continued his restless promenade up and down 
that space of five square yards, and his thoughts 
had carried him far away. 

He seemed to see again the garden of his 
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large house in Grosvenor Square, and on the lawn 
his two little girls playing their childish games, 
and in happy voices calling to each other. One of 
them, tottering on her baby limbs, would try to 
run after the taller child, and would cry in her 
silvery voice, " Maud ! Maud ! " Then the elder 
would stop, and going back to her little sister, 
would sit down on the soft grass and take her on 
her knee and play at being ^' Mamma," fondling 
and kissing the fair little face of her darling. It 
was a charming picture, and he, a young man 
scarcely two years widowed, had looked on and 
often vowed to himself that he would devote his 
whole life to his motherless girls, never marry 
again, but live only for them. 

And so he had, and the two children had grown 
up in a happy quiet seclusion, sheltered lovingly 
from all grief and care. Then as they grew into 
graceful, lovely maidens, he began to think of the 
reward of his self-sacrifice. The dream of his life 
might soon be realised, he would see his daughters 
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happy wives and mothers, and pass the remainder 
of his life in the sweet enjoyment of new family ties. 
With what pride and pleasure his hand would 
fondle the soft silky hair of his little grandsons. 
And in time he would watch their gambols in the 
summer sunshine, but they would have their loving 
mothers to join in their baby pleasures. And then 
they, too, would grow up, and perhaps he might 
get his title bestowed upon the elder, so that the 
name of Mellivan should not sink into oblivion. 
These were happy day-dreams, ideal plans for the 
future, and what a little time he had enjoyed 
them ! 

Quite suddenly the imaginary picture changed. 
The scene was now the park at Dunlow on a sumiQer 
evening. Maud had not been visible all day, and 
when Miss Harcourt had gone to her room to see 
if she was coming down to dinner, she had found 
her chamber empty. They sought for her every- 
where, up and down the long dusky avenues, the 
whole household scattered in the fruitless quest; 
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they made the woods echo with her name, and then 
they even looked for her by that old pond slumber- 
ing in the moonlight, in unnamed dread of some 
terrible misfortime. But, alas, the misfortune was 
greater than they dared to imagine. The daughter 
of the house would never be found, she had gone 
for ever, and before Lord Mellivan's eyes rose the 
dark handsome face of Stenio, with his glance of 
lire, and the halo of noble aspiration on his brow. 

How many times during the last three years had 
that face haunted the thoughts of the old man, but 
not with its own expression ; sneering and fiendish 
always, it seemed to him the face of some bad angel. 
Oh ! the evil this Marackzy had worked for him. 
How could it ever be expiated ? 

Wounded pride, and anguish of heart, his 
haughty susceptibility, and his fatherly aflfection 
had been outraged with equal cruelty. In his 
bitter musings many times had Lord Mellivan said 
to himself, "Surely some day I shall have him in my 
power, and if I insult him, crush him in my wrath, 
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that will be retaliation. I could invent nothing 
severe enough to avenge my suflferings." 

But this longed-for day had not come^ and it had 
seemed never coming. Stenio had attained the 
highest possible success in his profession. His life 
was bright and happy, and everjrfching upon which he 
bad set his heart seemed to succeed. He had even 
raised himself to the level of the man who scorned 
him ; for this musician had ^o won all hearts that 
he would not have been considered an unworthy 
son-in-law for a descendant of one of the heroes of 
the Conquest. But Lord Mellivan only hated him 
the more for all this, and to his animosity was now 
added the consciousness that he had been in the 
wrong, that his stem pride had warped his judg- 
ment. For having stolen his daughter he could 
have killed Marackzy, for having been worthy of her 
he would have liked to torture him. 

And behold now, all at once he has been told, 
Marackzy is here, he wishes to see you. He is in 
your power at last, you may with a word render him 
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the most miserable of men^ or you can give him 
utmost comfort in the supreme sorrow which has 
come to him. On your decree his only hope rests. 
Yes, that day which seemed never coming has now 
dawned, and Marackzy will in a few moments be in 
your presence. 

Lord Mellivan stopped before the window and 
looked out; behind the harbour, above the ships' 
masts, through the rigging and the yards rose the 
chalky cliff, on the top of which was built the 
Chapel of Bon-Secours. The burning sun had 
whitened the barren sides of the hill, and they 
gleamed in the dazzling light ; the sea gulls 
darted here and there, looking like great flashes of 
pearls against the deep blue sky. The bell of the 
church at Pollet began to tinkle feebly, and the far 
away sound was so sad in the old man's ears, it 
touched some chord of memory, and brought a wave 
of deep emotion across his heart It was perhaps 
a death knell, he thought, and to-morrow it might 
be tolling for his daughter, his little Maud. He 
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stijfled a rising sob, closed the window that he 
might not hear, and with a heavy countenance and 
a beating heart, he stood there waiting, with his 
purpose still unchanged. 

At this instant a heavy step sounded on deck, 
then shook the companion way, and the door was 
opened by the boatswain. In the partial obscurity 
the taU figure of Marackzy was dimly profiled. Lord 
Mellivanmade a sign tothe sailor, who touched his cap, 
and leaving the way clear, Maud's husband entered. 

The two men stood for an instant face to face, 
observing one another attentively, and marking the 
change which grief had wrought in each face. 
Maud's father was now quite grey, his face was very 
pale, and his white lips were set sternly. Marackzy 
looked worn and almost bent, and his eyes were 
dimmed by sorrow. 

Lord Mellivan did not speak, he only signed to 
him to advance, and standing still himself so that 
he might not be forced to offer his son-in-law a 
chair, he prepared to listen to him. 



Digitized by 



Google 



THE SONG OF THE SWAN. 59 

The younger man bowed, and said slowly, as if the 
words came with difficulty from his contracted 
throat — 

" I thank you, my lord, for having consented to 

receive me. You already know the sad reason 
which brings me here. I come to beseech you, 
to pray you, to forgive your daughter." 

" Your wife," interrupted the old man, in a hard 
voice. 

Trembling with emotion, Stenio continued — 
" She who as a child you called Maud, and 
whom you loved ! Forget that she bears my 
name, only remember that she bore yours. Do 
not dispute with me, I beg of you, nor reason 
with yourself. Let your heart alone decide. Were 
she well and strong, you might still load her with 
your wrath, but she is weak and suflfering ; a cruel 
word would kill her. Be generous, do not think 
of your wrongs. This is no longer a time to 
punish, it is the time to bestow forgiveness. No 
one is harsh to the dying." 
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" Is it true that she is in danger ? " demanded 
the old man, with an agony of remorse, which he 
still forced himself to hida 

" Were it not so," said Stenio, simply, " should 
I be here ? " 

" And this, then, is what you have done ? " cried 
Lord Mellivan, after an instant's silence. " You stole 
away my child from me to bring her to this miser- 
able end. She was a strong, lovely, laughing girl 
when you took her roaming all over the world, 
and now you come and tell me that she is dying. 
Ah ! you do not know how wretched this estrange- 
ment has made me ; how I longed to see her. It 
has cost me pain enough to tear her from my 
heart ! Why do you come and speak to me of 
her ? Leave me, I have nothing to do with her. 
I have but one daughter now. The other child I 
loved so fondly, she is not djring, she Ls dead. 
And I have been mourning for her these three 
years." 

Lord Mellivan groaned, and holding his head 
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between his hands, he appeared to forget the 
presence of Stenio. • 

" Are you so relentless, then ? " said his son-in- 
law. " Oh ! what can I do to persuade you to 
yield ! You must see that I am willing to do 
anything ! " 

" Anything I " repeated Lord Mellivan, raising 
his face, which looked full of hatred. " Will you 
give me back my child ? " 

Stenio drew himself erect. 

" Do you wish to take her away from me ? " 

"Do you think T would see her in your pre- 
sence ? No ; there is not room for you and for me 
by her bedside. It must be either the oflfender 
or the offended. Her father or her husband. But 
what is the use of this discussion ? Has she not 
once for all chosen between you and me ? " 

Marackzy's eyes jflashed fire. 

" My lord, what you wish to do is atrocious." 

" By what right do you constitute yourself my 
judge ? " 
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''By my renunciation. I love your daughter 
enough to sacrifice my life for her ; and since you, 
her father, are implacable, make your conditions. 
Whatever they may be, I shall not find them too 
hard to endure, if they bring a last gleam of light 
and joy to her who will take my life away with her." 

Lord Mellivan turned to Stenio, and with an 
accent of ineffable scorn — 

" You took her from me living," said he. • " I 
demand that you restore her to me dead. I wish 
to tear her from you in your grief, as you tore 
her from me in my joy. You stole her kisses 
from me. I shall repay myself by your tears. 
Nothing of her shall remain to you. She shall 
become mine once more. She will sleep in the 
family tomb beside her mother, and you shall 
pledge yourself never to set your foot again on 
English soil to prowl around her grave." 

Marackzy looked steadily at Lord Mellivan. 

" And at this price you will pardon her ? " 

Lord Mellivan, without another word, bent his 
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head. Marackzy showed no sign of emotion, his 
pale face remained unmoved, his eyes tearless, as he 
went on — 

" And so, from my angel wife, whom I have loved 
so well, you would separate me for ever ? The holy 
reverence, and the loving signs of remembrance with 
which I would have enveloped her mortal body, 
you would interdict. You would forbid me the 
right of praying or of weeping near her : I may 
not even place a flower on her grave. To the 
despair of losing her, you would add this utter 
separation. The comfort which might have soothed 
my broken heart, you deny me. It is demanding 
my life. But so be it, I give it to you. Only so that 
my sacrifice be not in vain, be indulgent to your 
daughter, be loving in proportion as you have been 
cruel to me ! Let each torture of mine be a solace 
to her, each bitter grief a joy ; and since for each 
smile of hers I must suffer, remember that the 
happier you make her, the more you will be 
avenged on mo." 
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Lord Mellivan did not reply to Stenio ; hie was 
unrelenting, and had but one end in view — the 
punishment of his daughter's husband, and to 
punish him Maud must die. Who can tell what 
he would have said if it had been given him to 
choose between his daughter's death and the 
accomplishment of his vengeance. It would have 
been a terrible fight between hatred and tender- 
ness. 

But Maud was beyond hope, so there was only 
the question of punishment. His hatred and his 
tenderness might league themselves together against 
the man who was responsible for all the misery, 
and they might crush him without pity. 

Lord Mellivan turned abruptly to Stenio as if to 
ask him if he had anything more to say, but when 
he saw him sta.nding there, still and stunned, he 
walked towards the door, and opening it, said — 

" I think you may retire now. In an hour I 
shall be with my daughter. But as it is not 
expedient that I should stay in the same town with 
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you, I had better inform you that this evening I 
shall leave for England." 

Marackzy bowed without a word and departed. 

Lord Mellivan listened to the sound of his steps 
as he ascended to the deck of the yacht, and when 
all was silent again he sighed deeply, then seeing 
Daisy, who entered hastily, anxious to know the 
result of this terrible interview, he clasped her in 
his arms. and burst into tears. 
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CHAPTER VI. 

The sight of her father seemed abnost to have 
brought Maud back to life. She recovered her 
strength, conquered the terrible melancholy which 
had consumed her, and began again to smile as 
if she had returned to a world of hope and love. 
She was able to get up and walk to the window. 
There she spent long happy hours, warmed by the 
sunshine, caressed by the reviving sea-breeze, and 
amused by the life and movement of the gay 
beach. 

Any one but Stenio might have believed that 
the doctors were wrong, and that Maud had still 
enough vigour left to overcome her malady. But 
he with the penetration of love saw exactly what 
his wife's condition was. 

He saw that she was for the time elated by the 



Digitized by 



Google 



THE SONG OF THE SWAN. 67 

unlooked for reconciliation, and that joy had over- 
come the weakness of her body, but he knew 
well that the victory would not be enduring, that 
this fictitious energy would soon cease, and that 
poor Maud would then fall back again like a wounded 
bird which has tried to fly up to the blue sky. 

He stood by, his heart heavy with grief as he 
saw how her youth rebelled and tried to keep its 
hold of life. And knowing well how slight the 
thread was which held her, he grudged the hours 
of each day as they swiftly passed away, and 
looked with dread for each to-morrow which might 
bring evil with it. 

Lord Mellivan had, as he said, left Dieppe, but 
he had allowed Daisy and Miss Harcourt to re- 
main, and the constant society of those two helped 
to keep Maud in a state of cheerfulness so new to 
her, that it really seemed as if her health might 
be restored. 

Every morning Daisy arrived with her good old 
governess and the rooms were at once filled with 
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her glowing brightness. She was here, there, and 
everywhere, laughing and singing, and stopping 
short every few moments to embrace her sister, 
shedding all round her the ineffable charm of her 
youth and grace. 

Maud in musing silencQ would lie still and 
watch her, and it almost seemed to her that all 
her sufferings were but a bad dream, that none 
of the troubles of her life could be true ; that 
she had married Stenio with her father s blessing, 
and had never left her own dear country, never 
been separated from her sister ; and that the 
sweet little angel child she had sorrowed for was 
only coming. So she dreamt, and whenever the 
truth suddenly burst upon her again, she would 
close her eyes and try to keep the dear illusion, 
saying to herself, " This is how it ought to have 
been ; ah, it is so, and it is happiness." 

She loved to sit and talk with Daisy and 
Harriet about long ago, about all her childhood's 
friends ; and sometimes she would sit for hours 



Digitized by 



Google 



THB SONG OF THE SWAN. 69 

quite lost in distant memories^ altogether forgetting 
her grief and her iUness, and beginning to feel 
quite happy again. 

When Stenio saw his dear invalid thus pleasantly 
diverted, he would go away noiselessly, not to 
disturb her reverie ; but when he no longer required 
to keep up the appearance of ease of mind, the 
forced smile would leave his lips, which relaxed 
into an expression of hopeless misery. At such 
times he took long lonely walks ; he would climb 
to the top of the cliflf, and sit down on the 
scanty yellow grass, with only the boundless soli- 
tude of sky and sea around him, and there he 
would sit and muse sadly on his gloomy future. 
Gradually the storm of grief which consumed him 
seemed to take form in his mind, his sighs became 
notes of music, and in his inspired brain chants of 
despairing rhythm and cadence arose. To listen 
to these messages of harmony, bom of his suiffer- 
ings, and which were expressed within him with 
such passionate intensity, was to this great musician 
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unspeakable torture. He would have silenced his 
imagination had it been possible, but his genius 
would not be controlled; it spread its wings, and as 
an eagle bears off its panting prey in its talons, so 
his inspiration, vainly resisted, carried him away. 
And they were solemn dirges which echoed in his 
thoughts, mournful as a passing bell, exquisitely 
modulated, sorrowfully measured, like the footsteps 
of those who carry the dead, fiill of sighs and tears ; 
and the waves at the foot of the cliff as they dashed 
against the rocks added their never ending bass. 
When these moods overcame him, Stenio was like 
some haunted being. He cursed this demon of 
music which irresistibly seized hold of him, blend- 
ing his grief with the art to which his life had been 
dedicated. 

In more lucid moments his eyes wandered over 
the wide expanse of water which stretched far 
out of sight, blue, deep, and alluring, and he 
thought that in these billowy waves he might in a 
moment find forgetfulness and rest. Then Maud's 
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pale face would rise before him like a pure white 
spirit^ and recall him to more manful duty^ and 
slowly he would retrace his steps, walking wearily 
through the streets, seeing no one, replying to no 
salutations, only wishing to escape notice, and 
re-entering his wife's room, he would resume a 
contented smiling expression. 

The news of Marackzy's presence in Dieppe was 
not long in spreading, and from that day numerous 
visitors presented themselves. They were all, 
however, politely dismissed. The great artiste 
would see no one. However, running water or a 
rushing wind might be more easily restrained than 
women's curiosity. 

In that fashionable watering-place during the 
long mornings spent on the esplanade in front of 
the Casino, listening to the waves breaking into 
foam on the shingle, with that lulling sound so 
conducive to pleasant idleness, how many confidences 
are exchanged, or scandals enlarged upon ! 

The race week had attracted to the little Nor- 
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mandy town a select concourse of people, whose 
sole occupation was amusement; but, to tell the 
truth, this aristocracy of pleasure had found time 
hanging rather heavily that season, and had not 
been able to find great distraction for its ennuL 

The very latest scandal caused by the glaring 
flirtation of a pretty Spanish Marchioness with a 
young Jewish banker was exhausted, and there 
remained not the slightest piece of gossip on which 
they could exercise their wits, so that they all felt 
bored to death. 

We may imagine, then, with what enthusiasm 
Sister Elizabeth was received, when, at a meet- 
ing of the lady patronesses of her orphans, she 
unexpectedly suggested an absorbing topic of in- 
terest for them. The conversation she had had 
with the yoxmg lady with whom she was leaving the 
H6tel Eoyal on the day of their accidental meeting 
with Stenio had left a great impression on her, and 
her mind being completely absorbed in the success 
of her work, she now expressed her regret that 
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Marackzy appeared determined never again to play 
in public. The chance of her being able to over- 
rule his objections formed a problem which she 
had ever since been trying to solve. 

On this occasion, while she was still weighing in 
her mind the probabilities of success which she 
imagined might arise, the lady patronesses launched 
into an interminable cackle, recalled Maud's adven- 
ture, spoke of Lord Mellivan and the castle in 
Ireland, of which they did not even know the name, 
dramatized the flight of the young lady, making 
out that she was pursued on horseback by her 
angry father, and obliged to take refuge in the 
woods with Stenio. The whole history of the poor 
dying girl was gone into over and over again, 
con amove, distorted and exaggerated in the mouths 
of those charming idlers, who were more capable of 
speaking evil of themselves than of holding their 
tongues. 

" There are impulses which even love will not 
excuse our yielding to," said one of the chatterers 

F 
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with a disdainful gesture. "How could a lady 
demean herself by running away with a musician?" 

A fair yoimg countess, who bore an illustrious 
name, exclaimed enthusiastically — 

" My dear, if you have never heard the marvel- 
lous Marackzy, do not speak lightly of the love he 
is capable of inspiring. Why, I have known 
women who worshipped him." 

"Fools!" 

" No indeed, women we all "think highly of, and 
whatever you may say, music has intense power 
over nervous creatures like us, at the mercy of our 
emotions. It is indisputable that the most passion- 
ate devotion has been inspired by music. There is 
a peculiar fascination in it. I have heard Vignot — 
you remember Vignot with his patriarchal beard ? 
Well, when he has sat at the piano playing airs 
from his ' Mephistopheles,' I have seen people spell- 
bound, like birds fascinated by a serpent. And 
Marackzy's power is greater still ; young and hand- 
some, with his high-bred air and flashing eyes, you 
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could not help being attracted by him, unless you 
had neither eyes nor ears, nor soul ! Marackzy ? 
There is no question about it, so don't let us speak 
any more at present, let us simply try to get him 
to play at our concert, and then you can tell me 
what you think." 

" But how are we to manage it ? " demanded a 
chorus of voices. 

" Well, I am afraid that only his wife could get 
him to consent. But I do not know how to get at 
her, for the door is strictly barred. Still it is 
just possible she might see me ! " 

" Oh, madame, if you would take the trouble to 
try," cried Sister Elizabeth eagerly, " we should be so 
grateful to you, my poor little ones and I. " 

The pretty countess seemed to be considering. 

"I have not seen Marackzy since we left the 
embassy at Vienna. He may not remember me 
now. And how about his wife ? Bah, I shall risk 
it — ^it is for the poor ! 

After this long digression the ladies returned to 
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the work they had met together to do, mingling 
their arrangement of accounts with tittle-tattle, 
which caused many bursts of rippling laughter 
and frequent exclamations. 

During all this time the little orphans them- 
selves, in their grey blouses, with bands of black 
on the sleeves, played in the sunshine. There 
were little ones and big ones, all orphaned by that 
great sea, and all fated some day to brave that 
sea which had placed their childhood in mourn- 
ing. They ran about happy and careless, and 
on the other side of the walls of their playground 
the tall masts arose, surrounding them on all sides 
like a barrier, as if to prevent them escaping their 
destiny. 
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CHAPTEE VII. 

One evening, on returning from his usual walk, 
Marackzy found a lady waiting for him in the little 
vestibule attached to his suite of rooms. It was 
rather dark, so the musician bowed, and was mov- 
ing on, when the visitor rose quickly, and cordi- 
ally holding out her hand, exclaimed, "Oh, my 
dear Monsieur Marackzy ! What ! do you not 
remember me ? Am I so much changed as 
that?" And as he hesitated, debating if he 
should rudely yield to his impulse and try to 
escape, rather than submit to this flood of words, 
the lady took him by the arm, and drawing him 
nearer the window, said, with a coquettish smile — 
" Now, am T still obliged to introduce myself? " 
Stenio smiled faintly, and recognising her, he 
again bowed, saying — 
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" Excuse me, madame, but I fear I have rather 
lost my head lately." 

He made another attempt to get away, but the 
lady patroness having engaged in the fight, did 
not intend to let the enemy escape. She sat down 
on the cushioned bench, and compelled Marackzy 
to sit down also. 

" What terrible grief you have been in since we 
met last," she began, in a deeply-concerned tone. 
"I can assure you I have sympathised with you 
with all my heart. Indeed, it has not been pos- 
sible for your admirers to remain indifferent while 
you have been in such sorrow. You have been 
too much missed for that. Not only the greatest 
regret has been felt on account of your retire- 
ment, but it has caused such a blank in the 
musical world. However,. I am so glad to hear 
that the health of your charming wife is now 
improving. Ah ! how lovely she used to look 
two years ago at Vienna. And she was so sweet and 
amiable. Can I not have the pleasure of seeing her ? " 
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Sick of all this loquacity, Stenio replied in a 
weary voice that it was impossible, the doctor had 
forbidden her to see any one. Then he remained 
silent, expecting his visitor to retire ; but 
she pertinaciously began again on a different 
tack. 

" Oh, dear me, what a thousand pities it is ! " 
And she looked all round as if she would fain 
find some half-open door, by which she might slip 
into the invalid's room. 

"Will you kindly tell me the object of your 
visit ? " said Stenio, impatiently. 

The charming little countess clasped her hands, 
and assuming the most appealing expression, said, 
with pathetic emphasis — 

" Ah ! my dear Monsieur Marackzy, you are a 
great musician. There is so much poverty, and 
you are so powerful. One little word from you 
would save so many poor, miserable children. 
You have too kind a heart to allow us to apply 
to you in vain. Say yes, without asking what 
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we want you to do. You will never regret it, 
and we shall be so grateful to you." 

Marackzy, getting very impatient, interrupted 
her. 

" Have you come to ask me to play at a concert ? 
It is a useless request, for I cannot consent." 

" It is for the little orphans." 

" Well, if you require money for the poor, I 
will give you some," said he, hastily, " but to play 
in public, sick at heart as I am, do not propose 
such a thing ; I could not" 

He had raised his voice a little, and an angry 
colour was in his cheek. 

" Pray do not insist, madame," he added almost 
rudely, seeing that the little Countess was rallying 
her forces for a renewed attack. And drawing out 
his pocket-book, he took out a few bank notes and 
placed them in the lady's hand, then smiling for a 
moment like the Stenio of old, he said softly, " Pray 
accept this little contribution." And opening the 
door as he spoke, he bowed courteously to the 
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discomfited lady patroness, and at last entered his 
apartments. 

Maud had just retired to bed, and Daisy was 
sitting by the bedside reading aloud. When 
Stenio appeared the invalid raised herself on her 
elbow ; she seemed now scarcely strong enough to 
support the wealth of fair hair which hung loosely 
down, and her voice sounded very feeble, as she 
murmured — 

" Who were you speaking to, Stenio, and what 
was it ? " 

" Nothing, my dearest one." 

" But it sounded like a woman's voice ? " 

" Why, are you jealous, Maud ? " said he, with 
pretended gaiety. 

" No, but I do feel curious ; do tell me, 
Stenio." 

" Well, it has got abroad that we are passing 
through this place, and so someone came to me to 
make the usual irritating request that I would play 
at a concert." 
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" For the poor, no doubt ? " interrupted Maud. 

"Oh yes, as usual," replied Stenio, bitterly. 
" They are the grand excuse of the importunate. 
The poor and miserable. Is it only the poor who 
are miserable ? " 

As he said this, a shade passed over Maud's face, 
and Marackzy stopped, and added more calmly, — 

" I am full of pity for their misery, Maud. I 
have subscribed for the children, I gave enough for 
both of us." 

" Ah, it was for children," said she, in a sorrow- 
ful tone. Then she was silent, and her large eyes 
filled with tears, and in a low voice, as if to herself, 
she whispered — 

" Children I How sad it must be to see them 
suflfer ! One would almost give one's life to spare 
them pain. Children's tears, how they pierce the 
hearts of mothers ! Happy, however, are those 
mothers who have their children, and can even see 
them cry ! Oh those sweet endearing little mortals 
— so quickly brought low, and so soon carried off ! " 
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A deep sigh rose firom her heart, and she turned 
ber head, so that Stenio and Daisy might not see 
that she was weeping. While they were looking 
anxiously at each other, she raised herself again, 
and with an altered expression, speaking with quite 
an eflfort — 

" Stenio," she said, " we must do something for 
those children, something more, I mean, dear, than 
you have already done. Even though it is painful to 
you, I must ask you in the name of our lost darling. 
When he sees us act kindly to suflfering children, it 
seems to me that he will rejoice in heaven." 

She fell back on her pillow and burst into tears. 

" Maud I " 

Her husband and Daisy held her, terrified, for 
they thought she was dying. 

" I will do anything, anything you wish," cried 
Stenio. " For heaven's sake, my darling, try to be 
calm. Is there anything I would not do if you asked 
me? And this win be such an easy task. I will con- 
quer my weariness and dislike. They are nothing." 
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Maud was seized with a terrible fit of coughing, 
which racked her fragile firame, and flushed her 
cheeks, but in a few moments she became calm. 

" Thank you,*' she said, pressing Stenio's hand. 
She remained quite still for a few moments 
thinking ; then with feverish excitement — " Listen, 
Stenio, it is not only for those children I want you 
to play, it is also for me. It is such a long time 
since I have heard you. Oh, I know what you 
are going to say : ' I shall play for you alone ; 
the music princes have not had power to win 
from me shall be played for your enjoyment 
only.' " 

She stopped to recover her breath, then still 
more excitedly — 

" But this is not how I wish to hear you. It is 
amid the shouts of an enthusiastic audience, like 
the evening I saw you first. That will take me 
back again to the happy time of my life, when I 
was full of strength and hope, and all the world 
smiled for me." 
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Another fit of coughing stopped her words and 
contracted her features. Stenio dr^w near, and 
fondling the thin fingers of his young wife. 

" Do not speak any more, my darling, you are 
wearing yourself out. I will do as you wish, only 
too happy if at the cost of an effort I am able to 
give you a moment of pleasure." 

She shook her head, and an angelic smile parted 
her lips and shone in her eyes ; and still holding 
Stenio's hand in hers, she seemed to fall asleep. 
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CHAPTER VIII. 

In the concert hall of the Casino all the beauty 
and fibshion of Dieppe at the height of its season 
had assembled. It had been very hot all day, and 
in the crowded hall the heat was almost unbearable. 
The ladies in cool evening dresses, sprays of flowers 
in their hair or in great masses on their gowns, 
waved their bright-coloured fans, which under the 
huge centre-lights looked like large butterflies 
fluttering their wings. 

One of a brilliant party in the front row, the 
little countess, to whom everyone gave the honour 
of gaining Marackzy's consent to perform, took all 
the airs of a lady president, giving her orders to the 
stewards, and pouring out effusive explanations. 

Two days before, Maud had been removed to her 
sister s rooms in the H6tel des Bains-chauds adjoin- 
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ing the Casino^ and it seemed almost like a miracle 
how she had revived in expectation of a new 
triumph for Stenio. 

Even the doctors were surprised, and began to 
hold out a little hope of her possible recovery. 
That very day she had been able to walk about a 
little in her room. And now behind the platform, 
in one of the smaller waiting-rooms, she was lying 
on a couch ; and, supporting her husband by her 
invisible presence, she was realizing the dream she 
had formed of being present at his triumph. 

For it was indeed an unparalleled triumph the 
great artiste was gaining. From the moment 
when, pale and sad-looking, he had . appeared be- 
fore the public, and drawn the first strokes with 
his marvellous bow, the assembly had simply hung 
enchanted on his notes ; murmurs of admiration and 
shivers of ecstacy passed over the hall, and each 
piece ended among cries of delight. 

Stenio had indeed never before played with 
such passion, with such feverish spirit. He seemed 
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carried away by superhuman energy, almost as if 
possessed ; and, forgetting everything, he followed 
the syren of music who was carrying him to some 
giddy vortex. The expression of his face was both 
wild and grand. An air of sublime bewilderment 
dimmed the lustre of his eyes. He saw nothing, 
heard nothing, he only played on, and on, laughing 
in feverish excitement when on his violin he 
interpreted joy or gladness, and weeping real tears 
when he expressed sadness and despair. 

The eyes of his audience were riveted on him, 
held by a kind of magnetic attraction — their admira- 
tion mixed with agony — and almost terrified as his 
excited inspiration increased, and his soul in its 
infinite sorrow lay exposed before them. They 
seemed to see its bitterness, to feel its grief, and they 
knew that these sounds, sweet and restful, or heart- 
rending in their despair, were but souvenirs of his 
past happiness and dread of misfortune to come. 
Taken, so to speak, into the intimate confidence of 
this powerful artistic nature, they responded to 
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every variation of phrase and expression, moved 
by the intense personality which Marackzy threw 
into his music, as they had never been moved by 
musician till then. 

And Maud lay listening in that little salon 
reserved for her and her sister, rapt in mute 
attention. As the first notes floated to her she 
felt almost overcome, for her nerves were unstrung, 
her breathing became painful, and Daisy was 
frightened ; but gradually the sorrowful feeling was 
stilled, and an exquisite calm enveloped her, as if, 
bathed in waves of melody, she had been refreshed 
and strengthened. Then the sweet thought came 
to her that this wonderful talent displayed before 
thousands of people was in reality only expended 
for her. As in a vision, the last three years 
which had passed unrolled themselves before her 
eyes, evoked by Stenio's music. Each air he 
played marked for her some special moment of her 
life. First she was back again in fancy at the Court 
Concert, where she had seen him for the first time. 

G 



Digitized by 



Google 



90 CLOUD AND SUNSHINE. 

Then in the garden of the old mansion in 
Grosvenor Square, where during the soft spring 
evenings Stenio had strolled beside her. It was 
there he had first had the courage to tell her of 
his love. She thought she could still smell the 
odour of a lilac tree in bloom, whose branches 
bent over them as they talked. Daisy had come 
running up to them, and for that time the old, 
old story had not been completed. 

Oh ! the delicious hours of intimate association, 
when Stenio played for Lord Mellivan alone in 
the little boudoir, when she used to accompany 
him on the piano ! How she used to feel swept 
along by the rhythm of his music ! It was like 
being carried away by him in breathless haste 
on some high-spirited horse. Then she seemed 
to see the old Irish castle, with its venerable 
woods, and Stenio appeared, and she could only 
follow him. And then the years which followed, 
saddened by her father's anger, yet ah, how 
sweet — full of love and of regret, of pride and 
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of humility. How willingly she would have 
sacrificed all the pleasures of an adored young 
wife, envied and f&ted, for one single word of 
pardon pronounced by her father ! Yes, even 
the intoxications of the later time, when princes 
had welcomed her with flattering words, and when 
among lights and flowers, to the sound of loud 
applause, the magic violin had played on, swaying 
the enraptured crowd. 

Then, alas, the scene changed once more, and 
all was darkness and the sound of weeping. 

In a little cradle a child lay pale and dying in 
spite of all their care, their prayers, their tears. 
She leant over him, and tried to breathe her own 
life into him, but in vain ! In her own loving 
arms, as she was trying to bring back life and 
warmth, her darling became paler, colder — and he 
was gone ! 

Suddenly it seemed to her that a great light 
shone, and the heavens were strewn with stars, 
and amid celestial voices she saw her cherub 
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smiling and alive again, holding out his arms 
towards her. He seemed to hover over her and 
to call her. What a little effort it would need 
to tear herself from earth and follow him, yet 
still she felt kept back by some unconquerable 
power. In the distance, sweet and plaintive, 
Stenio's violin made her listen, for it was also 
speaking to her, and saying, " Do you wish to 
abandon me ? Can you not wait till I can go 
with you to that happy place of sojourn, where 
there is no suffering, no tears, and where love 
dwells through all eternity ! " 

And torn between her two affections — ^love for 
her child, and love for her husband — Maud writhed 
in mortal agony. Her sensations were so vivid 
that she uttered a cry which awoke her from her 
dreaming. She saw her sister sitting beside her, 
and like a drowning person, she gasped and seized 
Daisy by the arm. 

"Maud, sweet sister, how pale you are. Are 
you ill ? do you feel worse ? " 
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" No ; but I feel that I am going to leave you. 
Just now I saw my baby; he signed to me to 
come. So it is time. Stenio himself knows it. 
Listen what he is playing." 

It was the " Song of the Swan," with its de- 
spairing harmony, its solemn knell, and the roll 
of the funeral march keeping time in awful cadence 
with the tread of resounding footsteps. And in 
the height of her great agony, Maud, revived again 
by the genius of him she loved, listened with in- 
tense devotion to those awe-inspiring strains, her 
own death song. She only lived to hear him, her 
adoring ecstacy of admiration seemed to have sus- 
pended death itself. 

"Do you wish me to call him?" said Daisy, 
terrified. 

But Maud, gathering all her strength so that 
she might not lose one note of that marvellous song — 

" No ; allow me to listen to him still." 

A rapturous expression came into her eyes, and 
quite low to herself she murmured — 
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" Oh ! if I might only die listening to him." 

"Maud, my dearest." 

The dying girl leant on her sister's shoulder, 
and with a deathly pallor in her ta/ce, her eyes 
fixed, and a great change in her voice — 

" Oh, Daisy ! how terrible it is to leave him, 
when I love him so ; and oh ! how he will suflfer." 

Daisy made a movement towards the door, tut 
Maud's feeble hand restrained her, A tremendous 
burst of applause at that moment rose in the hall, 
cries of " bravo ! " and stamping of feet made a noise 
like thunder, and above all the tumult one name 
flashed out supreme — *' Marackzy." 

Maud's eyes sparkled, and a proud smile il- 
luminated her face. She raised herself slightly 
by a great effort, and held out her arms to Stenio, 
who at that moment entered loaded with wreaths 
and bouquets. The flowers fell upon and around 
the girl's couch, so that she was strewn with sweet 
smelling blossoms; and bending his knee, he seemed 
to lay at her feet the tribute of all his glory. 
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She had just strength to lay her head on the 
still radiant forehead which bent before her, and 
as she leant forward to imprint one kiss, Stenio 
heard her murmur, "Happy." He* felt a soft 
breath pass over his face. He uttered a cry, which 
mingled with the interrupted applause of his ad- 
mirers. In the intoxication of the triumph of her 
great musician, adoring her husband, Maud had 
rendered up her spirit. 

*• In music and perfume she passed away." 
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CHAPTER IX. 

Two days later, about four o'clock in the afternoon, 
when the tide was high. Lord Mellivan's yacht came 
out of the harbour, its yards braced up, and its 
flag flying, but its stem sadly draped in black. 

In the saloon, in which Stenio had given that 
promise to restore Maud dead to the father from 
whom he had taken her living, Daisy and Harriett 
were weeping near a coffin almost buried in 
flowers. 

The yacht moved slowly, as if it bore away 
regretfully its mournful burden. On deck the 
crew stood still and silent. 

At the end of the jetty a great crowd had 
assembled, which uncovered as the yacht passed. 
The sea was as smooth as a lake. One would 
have thought that it had made itself calm to cradle 
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more softly the last sleep of Maud. At the 
moment the yacht cleared the bar a boat shot 
out behind it, and following in its track, made 
for the open sea. Only two men were in it, a 
boatman, who rowed vigorously, for there was not 
a breath of wind to fill his sail, and a passenger, 
all in black, seated in the bow, leaning his head 
on his hand. 

A low murmur immediately ran through the 
crowd massed at the base of the lighthouse. A 
name passed from lip to lip — "Marackzy" — and 
again, as if in presence of the dead, all heads were 
bared. 

Stenio seemed neither to have seen nor heard. 
His fellow beings no longer existed for him. His 
eyes were fixed on the yacht which was carrying 
away all he had loved on earth, and in his faithful 
love he followed it, irresistibly impelled, without 
knowing where its course would lead him, as if 
some invisible chain bound him to that dismal 
craft, each turn of whose screw ground his heart. 
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Gradually the distance became greater between 
the yacht and the boat. Like some huge sea-bird 
which had spread its wings, and lightly skimmed the 
waves, the barque became more and more distant. 

Then Marackzy rose up in order to see it better, 
and standing there clear against the horizon, he was 
seen with his violin in his hand. 

Bareheaded he stood there in the brilliant light, 
with the boundless space of sky and sea around 
him, and as if he thought his beloved dead might 
even yet hear him, he began to play. The air 
was so still that from the shore he was distinctly 
heard, and pure as a pjrayer, solemn and sweet the 
'^ Song of the Swan " ran in melodious ripples across 
the water to the shore, and mounted up to heaven. 

Never did an adieu to this world resound with 
such piercing expression. It was no longer the 
violin which wept, it was the very soul of Stenio. 
His sorrow and despair, the sobs which rent his 
heart, echoed and re-echoed in a restless storm of 
sounds. 
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And the halcyon birds whirled in wondering 
circles round the broken-hearted mortal, who sang 
out his desolation upon the deep blue sea, just as 
they sing in storm and tempest. 

The yacht had now quickened her speed, and 
already only its smoke remained distinctly visible 
in the distance. The boatman rowed with all his 
strength, listening uneasily. From the shore the 
people could distinguish the boat like a small dark 
speck. Stenio still stood and played, the sweet 
clear chords wafted on the perfect stillness, and 
as he played he watched where the yacht was 
quickly disappearing in the faint white mist of 
the channel. 

All at once the smoke and the faint outline 
dissolved, and all was blotted out 

The sound of the violin broke like a dismal sob, 
and in the dull silence only the noise of the oars, 
as they struck the water in measured cadence, was 
heard. 

Astonished, the boatman turned his head, the 
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bow of the boat was empty, and nothing was to 
be seen on the rippling sea. The terrified man 
uttered a loud cry, then called and called again, 
but no voice replied to him. Then very slowly he 
returned to the harbour. 

Stenio's body was never found. Doubtless some 
kind current carried the sublime musician to one of 
those blue grottoes, on the threshold of which the 
white waves break, and where in the silence of 
deep seas, divine sirens sing of everlasting happi- 
ness. 
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** The spell is broke, the charm is flown 1 
Thus is it with life's fitful fever : 
We madly smile when we should groan ; 
Delirium is our best deceiver." 

Btbon. 
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CHAPTER I. 



In the pleasant garden of a pretty old house at 
Saint-Mand^, Mademoiselle Aline Bernard, her 
face shaded by a large brown straw hat, a little 
wicker basket on her arm, and a pair of garden 
scissors in her hand, was gathering in a harvest of 
roses. She was not very merciful in her reaping ; 
her mind was hot in her work, for while she 
pushed aside the branches in feverish haste, she 
was all the time listening for the slightest sound 
from the side of the house on which the clump of 
rose trees was situated, and her basket contained 
quite as many baby buds as roses. 

The hot summer sun had concentrated its rays 
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between the two high walls of the garden, ripening 
the bunches of yellow grapes, and almost bursting 
the delicate purple-skinned plums. The air almost 
seemed to quiver with the burning heat, the 
swallows flew high in the blue heavens, pursuing 
one another with sharp quick cries, and the maiden 
herself looked enervated by the overpowering heat, 
which had flushed her fair young cheeks, and sent 
a languid expression into her eyes, as she rested, 
and nibbled nervously the petals of a "General 
Jacqueminot." 

Her heart was anxious and her thoughts 
wandered, as she stood and listened in the brilliant 
silence of the garden. But closely veiled by its 
thick sunblinds, the house lay quiet and still as if 
asleep, and nothing that was taking place within 
its walls that lovely morning was betrayed 
by the vaguest murmur or the lightest move- 
ment. 

"How long they are," she murmured ; "surely there 
was no need for so many words. Papa must have 
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wanted to make a speech. I ought to have told 
my aunt all about it myself." 

She gave a little sigh, which, however, did not 
ease her troubled heart, and all of a sudden as in a 
dream, there appeared before her eyes the little salon 
in which, at that very moment, her father, with 
exaggerated gravity, whilst his wife bent closely 
over her embroidery frame, unfolded to Aunt 
Ursula the future projects he had formed for his 
daughter. Aline in fancy heard the solemn voice 
of her father declaring, in the formula with which 
frequent repetition had made her familiar — 

" Marriage is a terrible lottery ; for one good 
number there are a hundred bad ones." 

Aunt Ursula with a fierce gesture would signify 
her acquiescence in this sentiment, while Madaine 
Bernard would raise her eyes to heaven in mute 
thankfulness for the unquestionable conjugal felicity 
with which she had been blessed. 

After this cautious opening, Aline's father, with 
the utmost oratorical tact, would come to the main 

H 
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drift of his remarks, and explain the necessity 
which had arisen for this family council, announc- 
ing that in fact some one had already come to him 
to ask for the hand of his daughter. 

This, then, was the delicate and critical question 
upon which the thoughts and attention of the 
pretty French maiden were fixed. 

" Dear me ! What can be going on ? What 
can Aunt Ursula have to say ? 

Her poor little heart was beating now more 
rapidly than ever, and the vision of the cool 
shady room in which her life's destiny was being 
debated, was suddenly replaced by auother. This 
time it was a tall young man, with deep blue 
eyes, and a fair moustache, wearing in a most 
becoming manner the severe black pelisse of the 
artillery, with the red ribbon and the cross on his 
chest, and a captain's gold-fringed epaulets on his 
shoulders. 

A name scarcely uttered — "Koger" — formed 
on her lips. Then she seemed to see again that 
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high road from Vincennes, on the footpath of 
which one morning, when out with a maid buy- 
ing flowers for her mother's birthday party, she 
had stopped with curious interest to watch the 
march past of the soldiers. While standing there, 
deafened by the noise of the cannon rolling past 
at a quick trot, and, dazzled by the flashing of the 
sabres in the sunlight, an officer, with a proud, 
soldierly bearing, mounted on a spirited chestnut, 
had attracted her attention. 

She had recognised him as her partner in several 
dances the evening before at a ball given at the 
Orphan Asylum, but seeing him on horseback in 
uniform, she had not even had presence of mind to 
reply, by the slightest inclination of her head, to 
his courteous salute, as he smilingly bent almost 
as low as the tawny mane of his steed. 

The battery of artillery had disappeared in the 
distance with a loud noise, sweeping along its heavy 
black cannon, with their ammunition waggons be- 
hind, on which the gunners sat, or rather bounced 
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up and down with the violent shaking ; and in a 
cloud of dust the handsome oflSicer disappeared, 
carrying away with him the heart of Aline 
Bernard. 

During the next six months they frequently saw 
one another, but only at a distance. They never 
spoke, yet with their eyes they said a thousand 
things ; for Captain Roger nearly every day passed 
on horseback along the narrow lane on the other 
side of the garden wall, and he always managed, by 
slightly raising himself in his saddle, to throw a 
glance into the little Chinese kiosk, where on sultry 
summer days Monsieur Bernard liked to indulge in 
a siesta. 

On one particular afternoon Monsieur Bernard was 
not there sleeping ; instead there was a young lady in 
a pink cotton dress doing some tapestry work, with 
only her Aunt Ursula's pet pug to keep her com- 
pany. As the captain passed, the dog barked furi- 
ously, and the girl looked out and suddenly became 
more pink than her gown. 
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Since that day she had very often found herself 
in the Chinese kiosk doing her tapestry work, 
having cleverly demonstrated to her father that 
the noise of the traffic in the lane must be very 
disturbing to his afternoon nap. And the faithful 
pug, of which Aunt Ursula had so often been heard 
to say with proud confidence, " He has no equal as 
a guard," when he heard on the paved roadway the 
sound of the hoofs of a handsome chestnut, would 
wag his tail and look at Aline with two shining 
eyes, as if he wished to say to her, " Now let us 
enjoy ourselves. Here is your sweetheart coming 
with sugar for me in his hand, and sweet words for 
you on his lips." 

So for a few happy moments, from the window 
with its tiny stained glass panes, the girl would 
listen to the captain, whilst the golden-haired 
chestnut jingled its bridle and browsed luxuriously 
on the perfumed fruit of a Chinese vine. 

But however expert a girl may naturally be in 
the art of hiding her inmost thoughts, this love of 
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Aline's troubled her profoundly, and her father had 
not failed to notice her discomposure, and a certain 
change in all her ways. 

He observed that she was nervous and restless, 
always listening and never replying when spoken 
to, at one time dancing round the room alone 
for joy, and at another bursting suddenly into 
tears whilst singing some air from " Faust," so he 
made up his mind to question her. It was not a 
very diflScult task, for Aline well knew how her 
father idolized her, and she told him everything 
quite frankly, glad that he had spoken. Ming- 
ling her story with loving words and beseeching 
looks she told him all about it — of the meeting at 
the ball, of the march past next day, and of the 
stolen interviews by the window of the Chinese 
kiosk, and she added, " He waa so respectful in 
his manner, so tender in his love, and so dis- 
tinguished looking, so handsome, that her father — 
her darling little father — must make her happy and 
consent to her being engaged to him she loved ! " 
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She had thrown herself into his arms, and clasped 
him round the neck, begging him not to be un- 
kind, and pouring out in her perfect innocence all 
the fulness of her heart. But Monsieur Bernard 
remained very grave, and after a long silence he 
said — 

" Have you considered well what you have done, 
you most imprudent child, in choosing a soldier for 
a husband i " 

" Ah ! but papa, I could not help it, for at first, 
on the evening of the ball, he was not in uniform ! 
And afterwards we fell in love with each other in 
a second ! Don't you understand, papa ? It was 
like a thunder clap ! " 

But Monsieur Bernard did not understand. He 
had loved his wife in tranquil fashion, and with a 
stronger devotion after he married her than before, 
and a thunder-clap was totally unknown in his love 
experience. He looked with amazement at this 
child of eighteen, who had been brought up in the 
very strict and prudish customs of a highly respect- 
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able, middle-class family, never being allowed to read 
a romance, and never having been to a theatre in 
her life, and who, in this alarming manner, had all 
of a sudden unveiled a heart fiill of passion, and of 
glowing imagination. From whom could she have 
inherited such things? Could it be Madame 
Bernard, who, in the mysterious depths of her 
feminine nature, concealed such ferments, and had 
transmitted them to her daughter ? For his own 
part. . . . 

Then, as a prudent father, he began to throw 
the icy water of reason on Mine's conflagration. 

" You are a good child not to have hidden any- 
thing from me, but you have behaved most foolishly 
in allowing yourself to fall into such indiscretion. 
Just imagine, this young fellow you don't know 
from Adam, and yet you speak to him over the 
garden wall ? And when I remember that I could 
not even bring my mind to let you be educated at 
school, but have kept you at home, so that I might 
ensure your being brought up in all the practices of 
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good breeding. This is, indeed, an encouraging 
result ! " 

" Oh, papa ! I was wrong, I know, but it was 
stronger than I." 

She had tears in her eyes, and had joined her 
hands pathetically; however, from the smallest 
comer of her lips, hope was already smiling. 

Monsieur Bernard was not fond of making his 
daughter cry. He took her in his arms and con- 
soled her, almost made excuses for her indeed, but 
remained firm in his paternal judgment. 

No more interviews, not a single sign, absolute 
silent reserve, till he had made the fullest enquiries. 
" You will promise this, Aline ? " 

" Oh, yes, papa ! " 

The very next day. Monsieur Bernard set himself 
to work quietly, to pick up all possible information 
as to the family, fortune, repute, and future pros- 
pects of this young captain, since captain he was. 

At the end of eight days, he took his daughter 
aside, and, with pleased interest, informed her : — 
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"I know now all I wished to learn. Captain 
Roger's mother is still alive, Madame Darteney, a 
very highly respectable lady ; the father is dead, 
he was a magistrate, lived in the Boulevard Bonne- 
Nouvelle. Their income is thirty thousand francs a 
year. The young fellow has splendid military pros- 
pects, in fact, quite a distinguished son-in-law, if 
he had not been a soldier. Impossible, I suppose, 
to get him to resign ; so now, by Jove, what will 
Aunt Ursula say ? " 

Aline entered into no discussion ; she flung her- 
self on her father's neck and embraced him, as the 
good man had never before been embraced in his 
life, and threw him into a sea of troublesome re- 
flections, upon the overpowering effect love was 
able to produce in the heart of a maiden. 

The following week, Captain Roger found an 
opportunity of being presented to Monsieur Ber- 
nard, and he displayed such modest, quiet 
simplicity, as greatly pleased Aline's father, who, 
after much hesitation, asked him suddenly, if by 
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chance he felt inclined to give in his resigna- 
tion? 

The captain exclaimed, with astonishment, that 
he adored his profession, could conceive of none 
more delightful. At eight and twenty, how could 
he give himself up to idleness ? Monsieur Bernard 
did not dare to counsel him to do so, and it was 
decided that, as things seemed all he could desire 
for the happiness of the young couple, their 
sentiments would be communicated to Aunt 
Ursula. 



Digitized by 



Google 



CHAPTER 11. 

So on this summer day, whilst the solemn confer- 
ence was being held, Aline went on cutting her 
roses, and hugging at the bottom of her heart a 
happy dream, in which her Roger's face beamed on 
her. 

And as if he of whom the girl's thoughts were 
full, had been irresistibly evoked by her imagina- 
tion, a gold embroidered k^pi at that moment 
appeared above the garden wall, the hoofs of a 
horse resounded on the causeway, and a clear neigh 
of salutation struck on her ears. Restraining her 
impulse to run in undignified haste to meet her 
lover. Aline, walking with slow and sober steps, 
went down to the kiosk, mounted the six steps, 
and under the kindly eyes of the Chinamen painted 
on the walls, she unclosed the window. Below 
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bareheaded in the sunlight, Captain Roger tarried 
for her coming. 

Aline looked for an instant at the handsome 
bronzed face, with the fair curls and the earnest 
eyes, then with an anxious start she cried — 

" Put on your cap, quick. Why, what was • I 
thinking of? There is not the slightest apology for 
a shade in this narrow lane. You will get sun- 
stroke ! " 

But the captain had got something much better 
than that ; he had caught hold of the girl's white 
hand, and was kissing it softly with respectful 
tenderness. 

" You must only stay for -one little minute," said 
Aline. " But I am so glad to see you, for you can- 
not imagine how anxious and unsettled I feel. I 
have been wandering about the garden since break- 
fast time, and papa is at this very moment speak- 
ing to Aunt Ursula ; mamma is there too ; they 
are all closeted in the breakfast-room, and what 
they are finding to talk about b. long I don't 
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know; it seems never ending. I hope aunt has 
no serious objections to bring forward." 

"Whatever they may be, we shall overcome 
them!" 

"You speak like a soldier." 

" No, I speak like a lover." 

"And what if you have to wait a very, very 
loDg time for me ?." 

" I shall wait." 

''Ever so long?" 

" For ever." 

Aline shook her head, and with mischievous 
cheerfuhiess— 

"Then by the time we are married you will 
probably be a general ? " 

" Would you love me less for that ? " 

''Oh, no ! but I would rather marry you as a 
captain ! " 

They smiled at each other, forgetting already 
all present care, sure of their mutual love, and 
strong with the bright hope of youth. 
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Aline had withdrawn her hand, and leaning on 
the window sill, she was silent, a little giddy from 
the strong perfume of the flowers, but her whole 
being thrilling with love and happiness. In the 
depths of this quiet crooked lane, between the high 
walls of silent gardens, they were as much alone as 
in a desert, and might even fancy themselves alone 
in the world. They did not speak much ; to be 
near each other, to look into each other's eyes, was 
exquisite bliss. 

" I am going to Paris to-day to see my mother, 
dear Aline," said the captain at last, '' to explain 
everything to her ; and as soon as the ground work 
is suflSciently prepared here, she will come to your 
father and formally ask him to accept me as a son- 
in-law." 

'' Oh, dear me ! " cried Aline, suddenly roused 
from her pre-occupation, and looking uneasily 
through the half-open door of the kiosk towards 
the house which was still all closed and silent 
The confabulation had lasted more than half-an- 
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hour. What could be happening ? It was more 
than eight days since her father ought to have 
broached the subject, but he had not till now 
summoned up courage to do so. 

" She must be a decided fury then, this Aunt 
Ursula ? " asked Eoger, smiling. 

"A fury? No, she loves us all very dearly, 
indeed ; but you could never quite understand her 
position." 

The girl became quite grave, and raising her 
eyes to heaven, and clasping her hands with pious 
respect as if she were speaking of a beatified 
saint, she said — 

" She has suffered so much ! " 

" But that is no reason why we should suffer," 
exclaimed the captain. "At least why I should 
suffer. As for you, mademoiselle, you bear the 
uncertainty with an amount of tranquil patience I 
despair of emulating ! " 

The raising of a blind stopped any reply from 
the girl. One of the long windows of the break- 
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fast room opened^ and a short stout man of about 
fifty, very bald, and with grey whiskers, appeared 
on the verandah. 

" Here is papa," cried Aline. " It is finished at 
last ] Go away ! I shall let you know the result 
as soon as possible." 

She placed her fingers on her lips and withdrew 
them with a soft sound, which bore a singular 
resemblance tp a kiss, and throwing him by way 
of adieu a rose, which Roger caught in its descent, 
she ran off, flying across the footpaths, and startling 
in her passage the bees and the butterflies. 

" Well ? " said she, enquiringly, and rather 
breathlessly, seeing her father did not speak, but 
stood leaning against the iron balustrade, radiant 
with convolvulus blossoms. " Have you told 
her ? " 

*' Yes," replied Monsieur Bernard, with some em- 
barrassment, " I have made known to your aunt 
all our projects. She desires to speak to you." 

Aline threw a suspicious glance at her father, 
I 
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but love urged her onward, so without delaying to 
ask any more questions, she bravely, as if making 
an assault, dashed into the room. 

Aunt Ursula, with the faithful pug lying at her 
feet, was sitting in a comer by the fireplace. She 
was a maiden lady, but dressed as a widow, with a 
long shaped head and la^ky figure dried up and 
withered, long arms, and hands which worked 
incessantly and cleverly at all kinds of women's 
work. 

Just now she .was knitting under-vests in grey 
wool, destined for the infant poor. She raised her 
head when she heard her niece come in, and her 
face was lighted up by her large eyes, the clear 
expression of which corrected any sternness caused 
by the dark heavy eyebrows. Madame Bernard, a 
little, plump, fresh-looking lady, sat buried in an 
easy-chair opposite her sister, and seemed to be in 
a state of deep dejection. She made a supplicating 
sign to Aline, as if to stop her, but seeing her 
resolute and impatient, she shook her head, sighed, 
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and kept silent. Monsieur Bernard had come in 
behind his daughter, and remained standing, look- 
ing rather sheepish. 

At one glance Aline took in the situation. She 
understood that far from having come to hear of 
consent or refusal, she would have to engage in the 
battle herself. The blood rushed to her cheeks, 
but with a firm step she went and sat down on a 
low stool near her Aunt Ursula. 

" Well, my pet," said the spinster, in a sharp 
voice, " it appears that you are tired of us and want 
to leave us ? I have just been asking myself what 
you can possibly miss here. And now, it seems, 
you want a turtle dove like all the girls. Your 
mother had one in her day. But you, you are 
much too young yet, it seems to me." 

" Aunt, I was eighteen last month." 

" Yes, I know. Eighteen years old — ^not quite 
the age of decrepitude !" said Aunt Ursula, laugh- 
ing. 

Aline, seeing her aunt laugh, thought that per- 
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haps after all the matter might terminate better 
than she had supposed, and emboldened, she mur- 
mured — 

" Oh, aunt ! if you only knew how I love him ! " 
" Indeed ? " said the maiden lady, who seemed 
to be in a decidedly good humour to-day. " And 
how old is he ? " 

" He will soon be twenty-nine, aunt." 
" Ah, ah ! eleven years older than you ! " 
*'Papa is twelve years older than mamma, 
though!" 

" Where does he live ? " 

Aline hesitated for an instant. She had a pre- 
sentiment that her reply would be of decisive im- 
portance. However, she bravely replied, "at 
Vincennes." 

Aunt Ursula's face changed its expression, she 
looked severe and threatening. It almost seemed as 
if the high towers of the Donjon, full of soldiers, had 
peeped in suddenly and cast their shadow on her. 
She looked at her sister who was trembling, at 
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her brother-in-law who had hypocriticaUy hid him- 
self in the recess of the window, and seized with a 
horrible suspicion, 

"What does it all mean?" she cried. Aline 
raised to Aunt Ursula her truthful blue eyes, 
and in the tone in which she would have asked 
pardon for one condemned to death, she replied- — 

"He is captain in the l7th Regiment of 
Artillery." 

If a thunderbolt had fallen on the house and 
crushed the lady, it could scarcely have produced 
more effect. She rose to her feet, crossed her 
long amis on her meagre bosom, and, purple with 
anger, her eyes flashing fire, 

" An oflScer ! — he is an officer ! And you ! — 
you ! Aline, my niece — my god -daughter ! " 
The words choked in her throat. She walked 
across the room, and stopping on the threshold of 
the door with a face as sombre looking as her dress, 
stood like a spectre. 

"I could never have imagined," she sobbed, 
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" such forgetfulness of my misfortune ! But re- 
member this, every one of you : never shall a man 
who belongs to the army enter my house ! I shall 
rather leave it myself ! Aline may persist in her 
choice, she is free. But between her and me every- 
thing will be at an end from that time. And I 
shall at least have done all in my power to prevent 
her life being ruined as mine has been ! " 

She shook her mourning robe like a new Cassan- 
dra announcing disaster, and went away. The 
father, mother, and daughter looked at one another ; 
it seemed as if that closing door destroyed all their 



" I told you how it would be," hazarded Monsieur 
Bernard, at length. . '' After her misfortune, poor 
Ursula could not have acted otherwise. Good 
gracious ! how are we to get out of this mess now ? 
What am I to say to this young man, about whom 
I have heard nothing but praise ? " 

'* But, papa," demanded Aline, red with indigna- 
tion, *' are you thinking of giving in ? " 
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" What else can we do, my child ? " 

" What can we do ? Why, anything, every- 
thing except that ! Sacrifice my happiness to a 
fanciful caprice, a chimerical prejudice? You 
surely do not mean it! Does Aunt Ursula's 
misfortune involve misfortune to me ? Is it 
fated that what happened to her will also happen 
to me ? No ! I am sure of it, I wiU answer for 
it!" 

And she got very animated, this little Aline, in 
defence of her own and Roger's cause, and as ener- 
getic as if she herself had been the captain. 

" My dear child," cried Madame Bernard, terri- 
fied, " I beg of you. You know your aunt, do not 
resist her ; submit to her judgment." 

" I shall rather die ! " exclaimed Aline. But 
the strength of mind and the courage she had 
shown had overtaxed her nerves; she could no 
longer restrain herself, and burst into tears. 

" Aline ! my dearest ! " cried Monsieur and 
Madame Bernard with one voice ; and they petted 
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and consoled their daughter most lovingly, lavish- 
ing on her all kinds of fond promises. 

Yes, anything appeared to them preferable to 
her tears and despair. They might have a hard 
struggle for it, but she should marry the man of 
her choice. 

Thus reassured, and seeing her father and mother 
leagued with her against Aunt Ursula, the young 
girl began to smile through her tears. 
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CHAPTER III. 

Aunt Ursula had retired to her own room, where, 
with closed doors, safe from all intrusion, she sat in 
deep meditation. Every object which surrounded 
her was in harmony with the grave melancholy of 
her life — ^the sad-coloured hangings, furniture of 
dark walnut, and heavy bronze chimney-piece orna- 
ments, even to the time-piece, which represented an 
angel praying. In one corner of the room was a 
small oratory, in front of which stood a large 
velvet prie-dieu. From the ceiling hung a chased 
silver lamp, suspended by a short chain. And as 
one sees in Russia the images of saints enshrined, 
so here a daguerreotype portrait in an old silver 
frame seemed the object of this fervent adoration. 
It was a picture of a young man with a military 
moustache and a smiling mouth, the redeeming 
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feature of the photograph, for the eyes looked 
rather vacant. The figure was dressed in a sol- 
dier's long overcoat with a hood, and the high 
shako worn by the infantry soldiers in 1854. 
Below the portrait, on a little plate, was engraved, 
"Louis Silvain Exupfere de Mirieux, killed at 
the Siege of SebastopoL God rest his soul ! " A 
faded bouquet was attached to the frame. 

Aunt Ursula advanced to this sacred comer, 
and with a long sigh she fell on her knees, and 
throwing a tearful glance at the daguerreotype, she 
murmured — 

" A soldier after you in the family ? No, that 
must never be." 

It seemed to the spinster that the smile of her 
photographed hero became kinder still, and with a 
lightened heart she felt herself prepared to repel 
all attacks. 

The departed hero for whom Aunt Ursula so 
wept and mourned had in his lifetime been a 
worthless fellow enough. Left an orphan at twenty, 
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he had begun his career by squandering the greater 
portion of his inheritance in running horses for 
prizes which he never gained, and in running him- 
self after female beauty, as expensive a pastime 
as the former, and which in a very short time 
brought him to the end of his resources, and forced 
him into the clutches of the money-lenders. 

A heedless, hairbrained young man he was, but 
full of good intentions — one of those people who 
begin by bringing unhappiness and misfortune 
on their nearest and dearest, and afterwards ex- 
press the deepest regret, which, however, does not 
mend matters. He frequently had a crow to pick 
with his guardian, Monsieur Pr^vot, Ursula^s fether, 
a retired merchant, who did not excuse frivolity, 
and never compounded with his conscience. He 
declared openly that the handsome Louis, with all 
his attractive ways, was just the thoughtless, easy- 
going kind of fellow who would end badly. 

Ursula, who was about the same age as the 
young man, had not eyes enough to admire him 
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suflBciently, and would, without hesitation, have put 
her heart in pawn in order to give him the where- 
withal to support his extravagance. She simply 
worshipped him; they had been brought up together, 
and in their babyhood were sweethearts ; in boy and 
girl hood they were playfully engaged to each other. 

Ursula at twenty held herself bound by these 
innocent promises of childhood, whilst Louis 
amused himself, intoxicated with his new found 
freedom. 

Monsieur Pr^vot very soon became uneasy about 
this attachment of his eldest daughter. He had 
tried to reason with her, but his most specious 
arguments only proved her to be as obstinate as a 
Spanish mule. The tall, slender, brown-faced girl 
had entirely abandoned herself to the irresistible 
fiiflcinations of the brilliant Louis. And the more 
unworthy they tried to prove him, the more charm- 
ing she believed him to be. He was one of those 
people whose faults are more admired than the 
virtues of others. 
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Her father said to her, " I shall never consent to 
your marrying that fellow; he would make your 
life utterly miserable." 

"My affection will reform him/' she replied, 
"With kind good natures such as his, there is 
always something to fall back on." 

" But he has squandered everything he possessed, 
and a little more even." 

" Shall I not be rich enough for both ? " 

"People do not remain long rich when they get 
into the hands of a spendthrift." 

" I shall soon improve him." 

" What do you know about it ? " 

" I am quite certain of it" 

" Go away and take a walk. You are a fool ! " 

Ursula went for a walk, but did not abate one 
inch from her resolve. And when she came of age, 
at twenty-four, she waited with obstinate infatua- 
tion for the happy hour which would allow her to 
employ her theories on moral improvement for the 
benefit of her husband. As for Louis himself, he 
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treated Ursula as a sister, and went on betting as 
before, only when he lost he would allow her to 
thrust all her savings into his pocket, and, thus set 
afloat again, he would return next day perhaps, quite 
proud of some success, with a trifling present, which 
brought fond tears into the eyes of the sensitive 
girl 

He was not at all in a hurry to marry her, 
although on account of her Other's wealth he had 
seriously considered the prospect. When his 
bachelor friends chaffed him about Ursula, asking, 
"When is the marriage to take place ?*' he would 
reply with careless nonchalance; or with a far- 
fetched joke at her extreme thinness he would say, 
" There is no hurry about it, but she shall be my 
plank of safety ! " However, he was forced to 
declare himself sooner than he had intended. 

One evening he arrived at his guardian's house, 
looking so terribly upset that Ursula was sure some 
catastrophe had occurred. She took him aside and 
questioned him. At first he gave evasive answers, 
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not wishing to tell what his trouble was ; but as 
she insisted, he ended by confessing that he had 
got into debt, was at his wits* end, and in fact did 
not know where to turn. 

" Have you firmly decided to turn over a new 
leaf, Louis ? " asked Ursula, when he had made his 
avowal, and as he made no reply, but raised his 
eyes to heaven in token of assent and contrition, 
she added, "Go and ask my father for my 
hand." 

And he went. But Monsieur Pr^vot, who had 
laboured for thirty-five years to amass his fortune, 
was not disposed to risk a good quarter of it in 
hands which did not know how to keep closed. So 
he received his ward with fixed bayonet, and 
although his daughter herself came to plead with 
him, he swore that by all he held sacred he would 
rather disinherit her than allow her to marry this 
man. 

" Then I shall never marry," replied the weep- 
ing Ursula. 
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"Very well, my dear; you will take care of 
your sister's children." 

"And I shall go into the army/' declared Louis, 
in dramatic tones. 

" Exactly the thing for you ; you will at least be 
of some use there!" 

The young man went and did as he had threat- 
ened, saying to himself, "When Ursula has cried 
for a month they will buy me off." 

But Ursula had only time to cry for a fortnight. 
War with Kussia broke out, und Louis's regiment 
was ordered to the Crimea. This was a terrible 
shock ; of course there was no longer any question 
of his being able to quit the army — he would have 
been deemed a coward. Ah, well, he must set 
himself to do his duty — put a brave heart against 
his ill-luck. 

So one morning Louis presented himself at his 
guardian's house in his uniform, with his sabre 
sheath dangling as he moved, his hair cropped like 
a condemned criminal, and carrying in his hand a 
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little bouquet as a farewell gift to Ursula. It was 
a painful scene ; he had become interesting, this 
young son of the house who was going away to 
the war, and if he had not been beloved, he 
now began to merit love. Even Monsieur 
Pr^vot himself, happy as he was to get rid of 
this troublesome nephew, brushed a tear from his 
eyes. 

Between Ursula and Louis the adieux were 
heartrending. They were alone in the drawing- 
room, but they scarcely spoke. Evening was 
softly falling, in the growing dimness they could 
scarcely distinguish each other's faces, and in this 
considerate shade Ursula's plain face was idealized. 
Louis felt a sudden real and tender love for her, 
bom perhaps of gratitude, and he wished that he 
could leave her bound to him by some strong 
indissoluble promise. He took her hand in 
his. 

"You will think of me, my Ursula," he said, 
" during all the time I am away ? " 

K 
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She only replied by a sob. 

" And if I should never return ? " 

She raised her head in trembling excitement. 

"Never? Ah, I promise, Louis, I shall never 
love anyone else ! " 

She could not add another word ; he held her in 
his arms, and a kiss ended her sentence. Ursula, 
overcome by joy and grief, was almost fainting, 
when the door opened, and a maid entered with a 
lamp. Next day Louis departed. 

From this day Ursula's life was spent in reading 
the accounts of the war operations, and sticking 
little red and blue headed pins in a map of the scene 
of the war. She sailed, in thought, up the Black 
Sea, disembarked at Eupatoria^ fought at Alma and 
Tchernaya, and gave to her betrothed the credit of 
every captured cannon, and of every flag taken from 
the enemy. For her there existed no Marshal St 
Amaud or Pdlissier ; no Lord Eaglan ; no French, 
nor English, nor Turks; there was only Louis, 
who, like Achilles, the terrible myrmidon under 
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the walls of Troy, by the strength of his own 
arm set Totleben and all the soldiers of the Czar 
at defiance. 

He wrote frequently, this hero, and complained 
bitterly of the cold, so Ursula ceased having a fire 
in her room. She yearned to suffer privation like 
her beloved. Why could she not expose herself 
with him to the fire of the enemy? She dreamt 
of those heroic Amazons who, in armour, followed 
their lovers to the Crusades, and of those intrepid 
women who, in 1792, enrolled themselves in the 
army, and took their part in the wars of the 
Kepublic. She would have fought with Louis, and 
perhaps have saved him, receiving a mortal blow 
aimed at him by a gigantic Cossack, who haunted 
all her dreams, and whose red beard and fierce 
smile she distinctly saw ; and she would close her 
eyes, full of terror, murmuring — "No, it is im 
possible ! Since I am not there, God will sa^^e 
him." Then she prayed with greater fervour. 

It was now six months since the war began, and 
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by a miracle Louis was still safe. He had escaped 
the horrible assault of the Mamelon Vert, and the 
disastrous attacks on the white works, when all at 
once he ceased to write. 

Ursula was in a state of frightful anxiety and 
dread. Morning and evening she watched for the 
postman, as for some angel of good tidings. But 
the postman brought only unimportant letters. 
Three weeks passed, and Monsieur Pr^vot himself 
began to feel anxious ; he said to himself, " Can 
that young rascal have ended like a man after all?" 
He resolved to inquire of the Minister of War, who 
received statements of the muster rolls ; so he pro- 
ceeded to the War Office, wandered up and down 
the interminable lobbies for an hour, and arrived at 
last exhausted in presence of a secretary, who, hav- 
ing consulted the latest list, laconically replied to 
his inquiries as follows : — " Louis Silvain Exupfere 
de Mirieux, reported missing since the night of the 
17th." 

The uncle and guardian was stunned. He 
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seemed to see in a cloud of smoke, a pale face, with 
fixed and staring eyes, which looked at him re- 
proachfully, and his conscience cried to him, " It is 
you who have brought him to this." But then he 
brought reason to bear on the case, and said, " This 
is nonsense; he would have made my daughter's 
life miserable." Still he felt it very keenly, could 
not help sorrowing for his nephew, and when he 
returned home Ursula had no need of questions to 
learn her misfortune ; she had only to look at her 
father. The poor girl uttered a piercing cry, 
:' Louis is killed !" And without waiting to hear 
her father, who cried to her, "No, only missing. 
He may yet be found. Who kuows that he is not 
a prisoner of war ? " she fainted away. 

She remained for a long time between life and 
death, and was only convalescent when the news of 
the taking of Sebastopol was clamorously announced 
by the cannon of the Invalides. She still had a 
faint gleam of hope, thinking that perhaps Louis 
might have been saved — ^might still send some 
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message, But none ever came. The silence was 
complete, and she decided at last that Louis had 
been buried in some unknown grave at the foot of 
a dismal fortification, riddled through with 
bullets. 
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CHAPTER TV. 

From this time forward Ursula looked upon her- 
self as a widow, and wore mourning always. Her 
father tried in vain to comfort her ; she received all 
his overtures with icy coldness, which checked the 
good man's efforts. In the recesses of his mind he 
was surprised, and conceived an admiring respect 
for this^ grief which nothing could assuage. His 
daughter grew in his esteem, and at last he began 
to regard her as a saint. He never spoke of what 
in the family circle was called "Ursula's misfor- 
tune " without reverently lowering his voice. The 
house became solemn and silent. A shadow seemed 
to hover over it. Every day Ursula went to the 
church to pray for the soul of her beloved dead. 
She had dedicated an altar to him, and in her 
room, before the daguerreotype, below which hung 
the faded bouquet, the last one brought to her by 
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Louis, she made her long orisons, weeping for her 
lover, cut oflf in the flower of his youth. 

She was a model daughter, watching over and 
caring for her father, as long as he lived, with true 
and perfect devotion. She had one aversion, and 
that was fierce and implacable, namely, the army. 
She considered it responsible for the loss of her 
lover ; it was the army which had taken him away 
from her, and carried him to the cannon's mouth, 
among volleys of shot and clouds of smoke. It 
was the army which, for some incomprehensible, 
inexplicable, stupid notion, launched one against the 
other in ferocious slaughter, men who had done no 
wrong. Yes, it was that army which had taken 
from her the lover whom she mourned. The hated 
army, useless and odious ; a human machine, base 
and infamous, adorned with its floating banners, 
and only put in movement by the intoxicating 
sound of drums and clarions. And all for what ? 
To steal husbands from their wives, lovers from 
their sweethearts, and children from their mothers ! 
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When she went out she walked in the middle of 
the street, to avoid the chance of brushing against 
a soldier on the pavement. Anything which wore 
red trousers and dragged a sabre was to her an 
abomination. At Saint Mand^, where she lived in 
summer, she noticed on the wall one day, during 
election time, a red placard, in which a democratic 
candidate proudly exclaimed, " No more permanent 
army ! The country defended by itself ! " She 
supported this candidate's propaganda, and also 
prevailed on her gardener to vote for him. 

The tall, dark, angular spinster was an excellent 
woman at heart, her servants were devoted to her, 
and her sister adored her. She was ten years 
younger than Ursula, who had brought her up with 
all the care and tender solicitude of a mother. 
When she was old enough, Ursula had not for an 
instant thought of trying to dissuade her from 
matrimony, in. order selfishly to keep her near 
herself. Wisely, she had rather looked about for 
a suitable husband for her young sister, and she 
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chose a very peaceful one. He did not even 
belong to the National Guard, having been in- 
eligible on account of short-sightedness. He was 
a manufecturer of porcelain buttons at Charenton, 
and his name was Emile Bernard. 

This worthy feUow, with his frank, easy manners, 
was one of those mea of whom, at first sight, it 
would be said, " He would not hurt a fly," and he 
justified the prognostication. His short and mas- 
sive person seemed made to roll along the slopes of 
life softly and evenly, with no jolting and no 
deviation. He shared in his wife's admiration for 
Ursula, and accepted the lamentable tradition of 
her " misfortune " without any inquisitive discussion 
of it. 

He might easily have said that many men 
perished in war, and that it did not follow that their 
wives and sweethearts ever after held existence in 
disgust, and the army in execration. He had 
indeed a cousin who was first married to a Major, 
and yet took a Colonel for her second spouse. But 
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he preferred to shut his eyes, and accept the legend 
of the sublime martyrdom of Louis Silvain Exupfere. 
And it was his custom to bow his head with sym- 
pathetic sorrow each time the anniversary of 
Ursula's misfortune came round, when she went 
about bathed in tears. He was very fond of his 
wife, and she of him, and their true and happy 
marriage was blessed by the birth of one daughter. 

"A daughter!" Ursula was overjoyed. She 
had lived in fear and trembling in case a boy 
should be bom, for all *boys were exposed to the 
danger of having to wear a imiform. She had 
already a great respect for her brother-in-law, but 
after the birth of this infant of the female sex her 
regard for him was doubled, ajid on various occa- 
sions she was heard to say, '' Considerate men are 
so rare, we ought to appreciate them. Monsieur 
Bernard now is a considerate man ; he was quite 
contented to have a daughter ! " 

The little one turned the house upside down. 
Ursula was its godmother, and gave this proof of 
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her good taste — she did not exact that it should be 
named after her. So the child was called Aline ; 
and with her fair little face, dark blue eyes, and 
rosy lips, she gave promise of being a miracle of 
grace and loveliness. She was the light of her 
Aunt Ursula's eyes; such a commotion did she 
make in her mind, that in worshipping the little 
creature she almost forgot her daguerreotype. 
Several times strangers had in conversation been 
allowed indirectly to refer to the army without 
drawing down upon their heads the vociferous 
eloquence she would have launched into before the 
advent of Aline. It is true she frowned and tightly 
pressed her lips, but she uttered not a word about 
"that monstrosity the army, only worthy of the 
days of barbarism, a troop of victims gathered 
together to be murderers ! " This was the inco- 
herent definition she affected, victims and murderers 
at the same time best explained her idea, full at 
once of pity and of execration. 

The kind-hearted Bernard, thankful to see that 
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the mind of his sister-in-law was a little soothed, 
said to his wife, " I am so glad to see that Ursula 
is becoming calmer, that her sadness is decreasing." 

But Madame Bernard shook her head and re- 
plied : " No ! her mind is occupied at present, 
engaged with little Aline, but the remembrance ol 
her misfortune will never be blotted out. Her 
hatred broods like a slumbering fire, and on the 
first serious cause for it, will break out." 

Madame Bernard was quite right; the horror 
which the army inspired in Ursula was, when 
occasion arose, duly manifested. The first time was 
in 1869. She had gone for a walk with Aline and 
her nurse to the park of Saint Mand^ and walking 
along she had remarked, with great displeasure, 
that all the houses were draped with flags, and she 
said, with some temper — 

" What is the meaning of all this ; it isn't the 
16th of August?" 

Great masses of people in holiday attire had 
come from Paris, and they seemed immensely ex- 
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cited and pleased. Under the shade of the trees 
in the park pic-nics had been going on^ and the 
grass was strewn with paper and empty bottles. 
Ursula said to the nurse, " What is the meaning of 
all this. Is there some special fSte in the neigh- 
bourhood ? " . 

" I don't know, mademoiselle," answered the 
girl, with some embarrassment. " But perhaps it 
would be better for us to go home again ? Baby 
will play just as well in the garden." 

" Go home ! why i explain yourself ; what is the 
matter?" 

" Well, mademoiselle, I had rather not tell you, 
mademoiselle — but this is the day the troops return 
from Italy, and the whole army is to pass by here 
on the way to the camp of Saint Maur." 

"The army!" 

Ursula had already gathered up her work, and 
was moving away in great haste towards home, but 
it was now too late. The stream of people crowded 
the streets.- A special service of guards was trying 
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to keep the crowd within bounds, and it was 
getting more and more difficult to move along. In 
the distance a great noise was becoming more and 
more distinct^ and an advance escort of idle men 
and boys appeared, waving about green branches in 
a mad frolic, while above all the shouts and cries 
could be distinguished the roU of the drums and the 
fanfare of the trumpets, announcing the arrival of 
the victorious troops. 

Ursula began to run, a perfect frenzy seemed to 
have seized her, her head was swimming, and it 
seemed to her that all the red trousers were at her 
heels. She steered her way through the crowd 
with her sharp shoulders as a ship ploughs the 
waves with its figure-head. And pursued by the 
sound of the trumpets she fled, dragging after her 
the nurse and Aline, who- was screaming with 
fright. 

When she got to the comer of the boulevard, 
and could see the door of their own house, she 
began to breathe again, believing she was saved ; 
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only a few steps more and she would be within its 
shelter. But in alarm she started back, for at that 
moment, turning the comer of the street, was a 
dense mass of men advancing upon her, spreading 
out over the pavement and quite filling up the 
narrow road with its closely packed rows, sparkling 
with the sheen of steel and bright with the glitter 
of brass buckles. They were the light infantry re- 
turning victorious to Vincennes, with flowers 
decorating the muzzles of their guns, the flag 
unfolding in the breeze, riddled with shot, black, 
dusty, and glorious, surmounted by its eagle 
decked with a red ribbon, and the cross of the 
Legion of Honour. 

Every window was filled with rejoicing groups 
of people ; a great burst of cheering arose, and like 
an electric battery, music sounded from all sides at 
the same instant, sending a thrill of emotion 
through the crowd. 

Under that radiant sky, in the tempered heat of 
a summer day, the young soldiers marched, smiling 
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and joyful in all the pride of victory, looking as if 
they here all their country's glory. 

Aunt Ursula uttered a cry, put her hand over 
her eyes to prevent herself seeing the odious 
spectacle ; then turning very pale, she fainted. She 
was carried into a chemist's shop, and there, the 
master and his assistants being patriotically engaged 
in crying " Vive Tarm^e 1 " the poor forlorn girl 
regained consciousness. The last echoes of the war 
march died away in the distance, and silence 
followed all the excitement. Tears flowed from 
Ursula's eyes, and in a sobbing voice she said — 

" They have come back again, they ! — ^but he 
has not returned. Mothers, sisters, all will have 
such happy hearts to-night — ^while I ! I ! " 

Then she moaned, and waved her long arms, and 
again swooned away. 

After this adventure, she was six weeks confined 
to her room, a prey to the most profound melan- 
choly. She would see no one, but remained for 
hours kneeling before the daguerreotype of Louis 
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Silvain Exupfere, which she had piously illuminated 
with little pink tapers. Her food was sent up to 
her room, and she never addressed a syllable to the 
servant who waited on her. In the mornings she 
would go down to the garden, but only stayed long 
enough to allow her room to be put in order. No 
one dared to speak to her, but from a distance they 
watched her slowly walking round the garden, her 
head bent on her thin chest, and looking like a 
ghost. Monsieur and Madame Bernard were very 
uneasy about her health, and consulted an old 
medical friend of the family, who, having carefully 
listened to their a<JCount of Ursulas condition, 
exclaimed brusquely — 

" What would you like me to order for her ? she 
has nothing the matter with her, — this is not a 
malady ; she is simply a fool ! " 

" Oh, doctor," cried Madame Bernard, much 
scandalized, " say a saint ! " 

" A saint, then, if that pleases you, my dear 
madame, but this kind of sanctity is best cured by 
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a shower-bath. Take your sister to Dr Blanche, 
or give her a good shaking, that will divert her 
mind." 

Shake her ! merciful heavens ! when they 
dared not even venture into her presence. 

To divert her mind, as the doctor had suggested, 
they thought of putting little Aline in her aunt's 
way, at the hour she took her daily walk. The 
child, left in the garden, at the freedom of her own 
will, to frisk about like a young kid, hid behind a 
clump of bushes and bounced out on her aunt, 
who tried to get free from the little arms which 
clasped her tightly. Ursula, with a rough jerk, 
snatching her dress out of Aline's hands, the little 
one fell on the gravel, and began to scream — 

" Aimty hurt me when I wanted to tiss her. 
Oh, Aunty hurt me 1 " 

Ursula stopped short, she saw the face of the 
child she adored streaming with tears ; her heart, 
so swollen with bitter grief, mounted to her lips, 
and as a vulture pounces on a dove, she seized her 
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darling in her arms and held her there, kissing her 
fat little hands, all reddened by the gravel ; then 
bursting into sobs, she stood and looked at her 
sister and her brother-in-law, who had hurried up 
to find her vanquished and overcome by the child. 
However, in consequence of this critical illness, 
Monsieur and Madame Bernard remained very 
anxious, entertaining serious fears of a renewed 
paroxysm, and they kept a careful watch over 
Ursula's calm, as a sailor scrutinizes the motionless 
sea, asking himself if it does not presage some 
coming storm. 
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CHAPTER V. 

The dreaded relapse did take place, but not for 
some years, and the circumstances were much less 
dramatic. 

When Aline was old enough to begin to learn 
the pianoforte, Aunt Ursula, who bad considerable 
talent in that way, was delighted to teach her 
little god-child. She initiated her into the in- 
volved mysteries of scales and fingering, and soon 
the drawing-room re-echoed to the tune of the 
" Petit Suisse." 

But Aline made such rapid progress, that before 
long she was able to advance to more difficult 
studies. Then her tutor, a very peaceable man, had 
recommended a musician. Monsieur Perseran, his 
intimate friend, who possessed the peculiar faculty 
of being able to play on every instrument, and 



Digitized by 



Google 



158 CLOUD AND SUNSHINE. 

moreover, to play on each with equal medio- 
crity. 

" A most useful talent/' said Monsieur Bernard ; 
" variety is both pleasant and desirable." 

So the tutor's prot^g^ was favourably received. 
The first few days Aunt Ursula, not to embarrass 
the professor, discreetly installed herself with her 
work in the garden under the shady trees, and 
from the open windows floated out by turns the 
melodious notes of a concerted variation for flute and 
piano, then a polonaise, then an air from " Faust " 
for piano and violin ; and whether on wood or brass, 
string or wind instrument, did not matter to Monsieur 
Perseran, he accompanied his pupil with the force 
and animation of a person possessed. In his ex- 
citement he stamped his feet to mark the time, his 
face got crimson, and his moustache bristled ; and 
each time the little pianiste lost her place in the 
labyrinth of double crotchets, he gave way to his 
temper, and did not even hesitate to make use of 
expletives. 
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The aunt, who lost nothing of all these details, 
became uneasy. A sharp suspicion pierced her 
mind. 

Why did this musician swear? she would like 
to know. 

Monsieur Bernard informed of it was pleased to 
excuse this breach of propriety on the score of 
intense musical excitement. 

*' The very demon of music seems to possess him," 
said he. "Look at him, Ursula, what spirit he 
displays ! One would think he was conducting a 
whole orchestra, or directing an assault on every 
harmonic obstacle." 

Aunt Ursula shook her head. ^'An assault?" 
That was exactly the point, and indeed in this most 
singular professor of music she had, with instinctive 
aversion, smelt a soldier. 

One day when this &natic spinster was as usual 
listening in the distance, the sounds of a war 
march for piano and comet-Jirpiston unfortunately 
struck upon her ear. On the keyboard Aline 
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thumped her ringing chords, whilst Perseran brought 
out his notes with loving fervour, filling the room 
with the well-known air — 

*' Partant pour la Syrie 
Le jeune et beau Dunois — " 

A sudden shadow came between him and his sheet 
of music, stopping the performance. He turned 
round, and between him and the window he per- 
ceived Aunt Ursula staring at him with a strange 
look in her eyes. 

"What is that you are playing, Monsieur 
Perseran ? " asked the lady, in a sharp tone. 

" Mademoiselle," said the musician, bowing with 
smiling modesty, " it is a little march of my own 
composing, a little march in double quick time." 

"A quick march? Do you compose quick 
marches ? for whom, pray ? " 

" For the band of the regiment of which I have 
the honour to be conductor, mademoiselle." 

Ursula raised her arms above her head ; her 
eyes got larger and larger ; she opened her mouth, 
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but could not utter a sound. Perseran, seeing her 
emotion, but being unable to guess the cause of it, 
added graciously — 

"But, believe me, mademoiselle, my appoint- 
ment there makes no difference ; I am quite at 
your service when I am not on duty." 

At these words Ursula recovered speech. " At 
our service, indeed ! You ! But how has anyone 
dared to send you here, knowing that you belong to 
the army. And why did you not mention it your- 
self?" 

" But, mademoiselle, you never asked me ! " 

" Bernard ! " cried the enraged spinster. 
"Bernard!" 

And as her brother-in-law rushed in, terrified— 

" Look here," she said ; " admire your work ! for 
it was you who chose him, sir ; behold how you 
have betrayed my confidence in you ! " 

"Why, what is the matter?" 

Ursula measured Perseran from head to foot, 
then with an accent of contemptuous horror — 
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**He is a soldier!" she shrieked, as she dis- 
appeared. 

The next day Perseran was replaced by a lady 
professor. Ursula looked very cross for three days 
or so, then she seemed to forget, and things re- 
turned to their usual course. M. Bernard quite 
congratulated himself after this new adventure, and 
repeated to his wife with great satisfaction his con- 
viction that, "Positively, Ursula was becoming 
amenable to reason now. She was quite con- 
tented to have Perseran turned oflf. A short time 
ago she would almost have beaten him." 

The good man was mistaken, however. On the 
surface Ursula appeared calmer, but in reality she 
was just as madly excitable as ever, and a near and 
terrible evenl was about to furnish new food for the 
hatred she had vowed against the army and every- 
thing belonging to it. 

The war of 1870 broke out. Ursula, now quite 
an elderly maiden lady, learned the news from the 
newspapers. She turned very pale, and when she 
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tried to rise, her limbs trembled so that she coald 
scarcely move ; her knitting-needles fell from her 
lap upon the tiled hearth with a sharp click. 

" Imagine the infamy which is beginning again," 
she stammered. " Are men not yet tired of butcher- 
ing each other ? I have a presentiment of coming 
evil. I foresee the most dreadful disasters. Streams 
of blood, and floods of tears. God help us ! " 
' She was in great distress, and when she became 
a little calmer she dried her eyes, got up and 
retired to her own room, where she remained, with 
the door locked, engaged in prayer and meditation. 

Monsieur and Madame Bernard, much distressed 
for her in the midst of their own anxiety, suppressed 
all newspapers and enforced strict silence on the 
servants. The early reverses of the army were 
unknown to Ursula. But her brother-in-law's face* 
with its heart-broken expression over the mis- 
fortunes of his country, was cruelly explanatory. 

At last her horrible anxiety became unbearable, 
and after revolving over and over again in her mind 
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a quegtion she dared not ask, she took Aline, then 
a girl of fourteen, aside, and asked her, nervously — 

"Now, my child, tell me what is taking 
place. Do not hide anything from me. Are we 
defeated ? " 

" Alas, aunt, the Emperor is a prisoner, and the 
army has had to surrender. All is lost, and they 
say Paris will be besieged." 

" Besieged ! " cried Ursula, " soldiers here and 
everywhere ; outside and inside ; billeted upon us 
probably, the roar of the cannon in our ears day 
and night. And am I to endure that 1 Never ! " 

Monsieur Bernard, hearing his sister-in-law's 
voice, hastened to inquire what was wrong. 

" Oh, those barbarians, the allies and brothers of 
the Kussians who murdered my poor Louis ! Let 
us go away. I cannot remain here. Let us pack 
our boxes and fly ! No matter where, provided 
we can live far from the horrible noise of battle, 
the cries of the victims, and the blows of the 
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But she was met with unexpected resistance. 
Monsieur Bernard refused to go away. He 
declared that he intended to remain and to do his 
duty. 

"And how?" • 

^' Fighting, as every good Frenchman must" 

" You ! at your age ? Where mil you fight ? " 

'' In the ranks of the National Guard." 

" And we, monsieur, your wife, your child, not 
to mention me, what is to become of us ? " 

"Place yourselves in safety, that will be an 
immense relief to my mind." 

Then a heartrending scene took place. Madame 
Bernard protested that she would never leave her 
husband ; she would undergo the same fate, suffer 
with him, die if need be, his devoted companion, 
by his side as she had lived. 

" Then you will abandon me," said Ursula, 
bitterly. 

"Between you and my husband, how can I 
hesitate ? Go away. Leave us to our fate. Take 
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Aline vdth you, and a maid. You at least will 
survive." 

The good creature was unable to say any more, 
she was overcome by sorrow and despair, and burst 
into tears. 

'' You are quite right," said Ursula, gravely, 
" and I shall share your destiny." 

Monsieur and Madame Bernard were deeply 
touched at this proof of Ursula's loving nature. 

But although she had made up her mind to 
sustain the siege, she did not wish to see anything 
of its terrible details. 

The next day she made them barricade the 
doors and windows of her room with mattresses so 
that no noise might reach her, and she resolved to 
live as in a sort of casemate. She heard neither 
the clamour of battle nor the uproar of the crowd, 
nor did she behold the heartrending spectacle of 
Paris in its gloom and sadness, bleeding and starv- 
ing. She endured the privations common to all 
without murmur or remark, but she had in her 
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eyes a look of horror, as if she guessed the agony 
which the people were enduring. 

But on the day of the capitulation, seeing the 
faces of all around her more cast down and sorrow- 
ful, she said : 

" The end has come, has it not ? " 

And as they only bent their heads in reply, she 
knelt down before the porkait of her dead hero, 
and was heard to pray for France. 

She departed from the blockaded city in a car- 
riage with lowered blinds, and travelled by night to 
Arcachon, where she remained during all the time 
of the Cotnmune. 

Thus did implacable fate seem to follow this 
poor suffering soul, re-opening afresh the wound 
which her misfortune had given her. 

How could Aunt Ursula possibly forget ? How 
could her rancour be extinguished when to her own 
personal grief was thus added sorrow for others. 
Every grievous thing which had happened in her 
life she had now a perfect right to hold the army 
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responsible for. She would never have had cause 
to weep, to tremble, to bemoan herself, but for 
that slayer of men. And her hatred of it was no 
greater than the injury she had suffered from 
it! 
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CHAPTER VI. 

All this melancholy past was very fresh in 
Ursula's memory as she sat alone in her chamber 
after the determined opposition she had shown to 
Monsieur Bernard's request in favour of Captain 
Roger. 

Guided by the tender love she had for her niece 
and god-child, she examined her own heart, and in 
her distress she asked herself if her grievances 
were substantial enough to justify her persisting in 
her resolution even at the risk of causing Aline 
tears and sorrow. 

From this self-examination she arose strengthened. 
Yes, she was right, and she would carry her resist- 
ance to its last limit, regardless of the consequences. 

Between her and the army there had been a 
struggle lasting for twenty years, and every blow 

M 
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had struck at her heart. And now this same 
army, which had taken from her her betrothed 
husband, now wished to take her god-daughter, her 
Aline, her adored child, to give her to a soldier, 
who would drag her in his train from garrison to 
garrison till the day came when he would leave her 
a widow, with no comfort, no hope, and tortured by 
regret 

She knew from sad experience the agonies en- 
dured by women whose beloved ones are in the 
field of battle. And she would not have such 
suffering for Aline. The child of her heart to 
suffer as she had suffered? Never! Her little 
one did not know, she was wayward only through 
ignoranca But when her mind was opened, when 
she understood the torture which a marriage like 
this would prepare for her, she would soon come to 
think more sensibly. She had been fascinated by 
the elegant manners, the gentlemanly style, of this 
gay young bachelor, dazzled perhaps by the magni- 
ficence of an embroidered uniform. A uniform ! 
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ridiculous nonsense ! But she would soon under- 
stand the utter emptiness of such seductions, and 
then they would marry her to some kind, rich 
notary, and she would lead a calm inactive life, safe 
from all the risks of war. 

In this way Aunt Ursula laid her plans, and at 
once began her campaign. She resolved at first to 
try persuasion, being free to fall back on severe 
measures later on. So she smoothed the frowns 
from her forehead, put on a smiling countenance, 
and at the usual hour, as if nothing had happened, 
she joined the others in the dining-room. 

AL'ne and her fether and mother were waiting, 
feeling dull and unnaturally constrained. They 
looked at each other with some surprise as Aunt 
Ursula quietly took her place. When she began 
to talk quite freely and naturally, with a degree of 
gaiety even, they could not believe their ears. As 
far as she was concerned, the scene, the veiy re- 
membrance of which weighed so grievously on their 
minds, might never have taken place. 
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They began to breathe again, throwing delighted 
glances at one another. They each thought within 
themselves, Aunt Ursula has been considering the 
matter over, and everything is going to come right 
yet. But still they dared not say anything ; in- 
stinctively they felt that a single inopportune word 
would ruin everything. After dinner, Ursula drew 
her niece's arm within hers, and said in a kindly 
voice, "Come and take a turn round the garden 
with me." ^ 

Aline shivered. She saw in a moment that it 
was not all ended yet ; on the contrary, it was all 
going to begin over again. It was a lovely evening, 
the flowers, revived by the soft dews of nightfall, 
filled the air with most delicious perfumes. A 
harmonious calm was over everything, and far away 
in the distance a church bell was ringing slowly and 
sadly. The girl's nerves, which had been so pain- 
fully overstrained all day, suddenly gave way, and 
unable to restrain her tears, she threw herself down 
on a garden bench and hid her face in her hands. 
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" Why, my child ! come now ! " said her aunt, 
much more put about than she wished to show. 

" Oh, aunt, if you only knew how unhappy I 
am!" 

Chance had led them to the very spot where, as 
a little tiny child, Aline had clung round her aunt, 
trying with her soft baby hands to keep hold of her 
gown, and forcing her to throw off that mood of 
dark and solitary brooding. That day also her 
aunt's repulse had made her cry, although in the 
end the baby tears were victorious. 

Ursula thought she could hear her now crying, 
" Aunty hurt me." And now, so long after, she was 
again bringing pain to the child. Was it her fate 
to torment the being she cherished most on earth ? 
She took Aline's hand in hers. 

" Come now, my little one," she said, " be wise 
and good. You have no experience of life. If I 
oppose you it is only for your good. Oh, you 
know, Aline, how deep my love is for you. Ask me 
for anything you wish for, I am ready to bestow it." 
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The girl shook her pretty head. 

" I have but one wish, and that is to be allowed 
to marry the man I love." 

" Even when I tell you that it will be but the 
beginning of misfortune ? *' 

Aline raised her lovely eyes, and in a tone of 
perfect conviction said — 

" But, Aunt Ursula, I do not believe that." 

Her aunt thought sadly — " How very obstinate 
she is, exactly what I was at her age ! My father 
told me the very same thing, and I did not 
wish to believe it either. Alas, how I have been 
punished !" 

" But, Aline," said the spinster aunt, " the fact of 
the matter is, that you have only seen this young 
gentleman a few times. You have taken some 
romantic fancy to him, but you do not know him 
at all ! You have nothing in common with him, 
nothing to attach you to him. We can show you 
many better. Listen now to what I am about to 
propose to your father! A most charming tour. 
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We shall all go to Switzerland, you will be among 
new scenes, and will return with new ideas. Now 
tell me, what do think of that ? " 

Six months earlier the very idea of such a jour- 
ney would have made Aline dance for joy, but ihen 
her mind was at ease, her heart " in maiden medi- 
tation fancy free." Ifbw this proposition of her 
aunt was received with icy coldness. 

" Thank you very much. Aunt Ursula," she said; 
" I am sure you do love me still, although I cause 
you so much vexation. But if you wish to give 
me pleasure, you will leave me at home. I can at 
least weep here as much as 1 wish, and no one will 
notice that my eyes are red." 

Her tears began again, and flowed more abun- 
dantly than before, making glittering tracks down 
her pale cheeks. Her aunt took her in her arms, 
coaxed her, and called her by all her pet names, 
beseeching her to give up this fooUsh match. 

" Do it for my sake, my own darling child ; do 
not make the end of my life miserable by the sight 
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of your unhappy lot. If this marriage takes place 
you will regret it. Be sensible and yielding ! Do 
not fix your mind on a marriage with this soldier, 
as the only wish you have. I will increase your 
dowry, do anything for you, Aline. Remember, 
my child, what happened to me! Take warning 
from my sad experience ! " 

And Ursula, much agitated by her recollections 
so grievously revived, began to cry, 

" Oh, my poor Louis. God knows it was not his 
own inclination ; he went away unwillingly, and 
still — Oh dear ! oh dear ! twenty-two years now I 
have wept for him ! " 

"Well, you see, aunt," said Aline, sweetly, 
" when one loves truly, one never changes ! " 

Aunt Ursula looked up quickly, but said nothing. 
She saw she would get no satisfaction, so walking 
by Aline's side she returned to the house, down-r 
cast and irritated, but quite determined not to 
give in. 

" The child has a great deal of obstinacy in her 
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character," she remarked to her brother-in-law, 
"but I still think she will come to have wiser 
sentiments. Night brings counsel. Good-night ! " 
And followed by her dog she retired to her 
room. 

At this very hour Captain Roger was sitting sip- 
ping his coffee after the mess dinner with one of 
his brother ofl&cers. Captain Pr^ville. He was 
giving an absent-minded attention to his friend's 
argument on the value of Prussian shrapnells as 
compared with shells filled with French shot.. 

" Look here," concluded Pr^viUe, " the cast iron 
which we make use of being more brittle and more 
apt to break, the number of explosions from our 
shells is considerably greater than the number of — 
But, by Jove, Roger, you are not following me ! " 

" I beg your pardon, my friend ; you were say- 
ing ? " 

" I was saying, my good fellow ; come now ! I 
feel quite sorry for you. You seem to me to be 
turned upside down, and your eyes are at the back 
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of your head. Tell me — ^is it the love-making that 
is not going right ? " 

" Not at all right," sighed Roger. " The fether 
and mother are on my side, but there is a demon 
of an aimt who has had command of the house 
for twenty years, and orders the whole family about 
like a drum-major. Now, this aunt entertains 
against the military in general, and the artillery no 
doubt in particular, a grudge of unusual bitterness. 
To cut a long story short, she will not even hear 
me spoken of, and she not only threatens her niece 
to disinherit her, which I would not mind much, 
but also menaces us with divine vengeance if we 
marry, and this I cannot stand. Don't you see, it 
is not a pleasant way to begin housekeeping." 

" Disinherited and cursed ! Why, it is a perfect 
drama," cried Pr^ville cheerfully, "she must be 
possessed, that good woman ! Would you like me 
to go and speak to her, I'll do it at once ? " 

" Oh, my good friend, you don't know what you 
are proposing. But you see that I am having 
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rather a bad time of it^ and perhaps I ought to be 
treated with a little indulgence." 

" Ah, just so, Eoger. I suppose you mean to 
hold out?" answered Pr^ville, "and since the 
fortress will not yield — well, so be it — ^but a siege, 
that's the thing for a soldier! Arid, for the honour 
of the 17th as well as for your own happiness, 
there must be no doubt about your victory." 

" Yes," said Koger, " I slvaU come oflF victorious, 
but just at present I'm blest if I know how ! " 
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Now, as his friend Pr^ville had said, it is the 
business of artillerymen to conduct sieges, and 
Roger had already tactics known only to himself, 
and his operations bordered singularly close upon 
the main point of the stronghold. The little lane 
formed a means of approach already prepared for 
him. 

And Aline would never have retired so often to 
the Chinese kiosk to work and meditate, had it not 
been for the angry manner in which all her future 
prospects had been upset. 

Roger, rendered prudent by misfortune, ceased 
to pass along on horseback by the garden wall, and 
the pretty chestnut no longer neighed with pleasure 
on nearing the end of his ride. The lover came on 
foot, keeping a good look out, and even taking the 
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precaution to dress as a civilian, which costume^ it 
is true^ suited him admirably^ so that he lost not a 
single advantage by wearing it 

He had discovered on the wall, below the window 
of the kiosk, a very convenient ledge about four 
feet from the ground, on which he was able to plant 
his feet, rising within easy reach of Aline's hand. 
They conversed there together peacefully, confiding 
to each other all their hopes and troubles, chaperoned 
only by Aunt Ursula's pug, and happy in the pure 
sincerity of their love. 

The lane was always quiet and deserted, and 
nothing ever came to interrupt their t6te-a-t6te. 
However, the fourth day, whilst Roger was perched 
on his narrow ledge, a heavy footstep resounded 
between the garden walls. 

" Hush, listen!" whispered Aline, "here is some 
one coming, you will be seen ! " 

" No ! " said Roger, and with a spring he raised 
himself by the strength of his wrists up to the 
window. The girl drew back with a little cry 
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as she saw that the captain was about to jump in. 
There was a moment of embarrassed silence as he 
stood before her in the little kiosk. 

"Oh, Roger, this is not right," said Aline 
blushing. 

"Well, I thought it the best thing to do," he 
replied timidly. 

She shook her finger at him with a deprecating 
smile, and pointed to a chair, saying — 

" However, since you are here." 

They both sat down and went on with their 
confidences. 

Aunt Ursula, after her conversation with Aline 
in the garden, had looked forward to a silent 
struggle, tearful looks, and persistent STilkiness. 
But she saw, with astonishment, that the girl 
displayed perfect equanimity, no peevishness, no 
irritability even. As she was before the open- 
ing of hostilities, so she was after. Her gay 
young voice was no longer heard singing all over 
the house in the morning, nor had she now those 
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sudden little bursts of happiness which impelled her 
to skip and jump about the garden like all young 
creatures in the spring time. But she seemed in 
no way overwhelmed with grief. She had even a 
little air of secret satisfaction which puzzled her 
maiden aunt considerably. 

Atmt Ursula began to suspect treason. She said 
to herself, there is some mystery under this. That 
child has not the expression of a person separated 
from her lover. Has she secret meetings with this 
sword-bearing youth? But no, she has not been 
out since the beginning of the week. Can she 
correspond with him ? 

She set herself to watch the arrival of the post- 
man, and gave orders that all letters were to be 
brought to her. She found nothing suspicious, 
nothing which smelt of the barracks. Then she 
thought, perhaps this fine gallant throws his notes 
over the garden wall, so under pretext of hav- 
ing the flower-beds put in order, she sent for the 
gardener, and said to him : " Some of the market 
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gardeners in the neighbourhood have been throw- 
ing roots into our garden. If you see anything 
whatever thrown over the wall you must bring it 
to me." 

This system of espionage was also fruitless. The 
real breach by which Koger had forced the blockade 
escaped the vigilance of Aunt Ursula, although she 
passed hours on the watch behind her Venetians, 
which overlooked the garden. But the mystery 
remained unsolved, the captain's flanking point 
was beyond her range of view. 

However, Aline, in returning from the kiosk, 
where she never remained longer than a quarter of 
an hour, would sometimes hum some happy air as 
she walked along the garden path. Her bright 
eyes looked brighter still, and her cheeks wore a 
deeper pink ; for the remainder of the day, she 
seemed to glow with happiness. To a close ob- 
server like Aunt Ursula this did not escape remark, 
and from that to a nearer inspection of the kiosk 
was but a step. 
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One afternoon, having seen Aline disappear in 
the direction of her usual retreat, she slyly fol- 
lowed. At the foot of the steps she stopped and 
listened, and she soon distinguished a murmur of 
voices through the closed door. 

With whom was Aline closeted ? Was it her 
father ? No ; Monsieur Bernard had gone to the 
manufactory that day ; Madame Bernard was in the 
drawing-room. Then who was it ? 

The angry spinster did not take time to reflect 
one instant longer. In the twinkling of an eye she 
skipped up the six steps at three bounds, suddenly 
opened the door, and stood there gazing at the 
stupefying spectacle. Sitting on a couch, with 
her own pug dog sound asleep on his knee, was 
Captain Roger, talking quietly to Aline, who was 
busy embroidering. 

The whole scene was stamped on Aunt Ursula's 
vision in a flash, and the moment Aline beheld her 
she jumped to her feet with a cry. Rojger started 
up without any thought of the pug, which rolled on 

N 
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the floor with a lamentable yell, and the officer 
by the window, and Aline by the door, vanished 
like sprites in a pantomime, leaving the old maid 
mistress of the kiosk, with only her pug, which 
regarded her with large astonished eyes. 

The exasperated lady fell upon the little animal 
which had so entirely abused her confidence, and 
pummelling him with her sunshade, cried : " Oh, 
you little faithless beast, you idiot, you rogue, who 
would sit and be cuddled and petted on that 
plunderer s lap, instead of barking and biting and 
rousing the house ! " 

Then she sent the poor little pug flying out at 
the door with the handle of her broken sunshade 
after him, and returned towards the house with 
the striding steps of an enraged Amazon. 

" So this is how they have been trying to make 
a fool of me ! " she exclaimed. " Ah, very well ! 
we shall see ! " 

She went into the shed where the gardener kept 
his tools, and selected a small board, a hammer, and 
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some nails, and after a few moments Aline heard 
her noisily nailing up the shutters of the kiosk. 
The girl shuddered. It seemed to her as if her 
aunt were shutting her up for ever, walling her up 
so that never again would she see her beloved. An 
icy coldness swept over her heart, and a great 
terror seized her, impossible to restrain, so she ran 
into the house and took refuge in her mothers 
arms, where she sobbed out all her story. 

Monsieur Bernard was a good man, and he had 
proved it during the last twenty years by his kind 
consideration for Aunt Ursula. But he had a 
horror of persecution, and the knowledge that his 
daughter was no longer happy caused him to lose 
all patience. He had given in to everything since 
the day when, with his bride on his arm, he had 
entered the house. Everything; the martyrdom 
of the heroic Louis, the gloomy humours of Ursula, 
and the periodical attacks of lunacy which had so 
seriously interfered with his domestic life. But he 
was not disposed to submit to this tyranny over his 
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daughter, — neither he nor Madame Bernard could 
bear to see their child made miserable, they wished 
to see her with a smiling face and a happy song on 
her lips. 

Thus Monsieur Bernard, who had been weak 
enough to beat about the bush for eight days before 
being able to summon up courage to tell his sister- 
in-law that his daughter loved a soldier, did not 
hesitate now about taking strong measures to re- 
store Aline to her merry self. 

He took Ursula aside, under the shade of the 
great chestnut tree on the lawn, resolved to brave 
her irascible violence. 

"Look here, Ursula," he began at once, "the 
position we have been placed in of late has been 
most painful. Do you not think it is time now to 
arrange matters a little more satisfactorily ? " 

He stopped here, and the determined spinster, 
who had at first listened to him with downcast eyes, 
shot an angry glance at him. She moistened her 
lips as if about to speak, but kept silent, only 
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showing by the contraction of her features the eflfort 
she was making to restrain herself. But she 
seemed to have made up her mind to listen with- 
out protest to all her brother-in-law might dare to 
say to her. Bernard, slightly daunted, and a little 
paler, bravely continued — 

"You know, Ursula, how we all love you. We 
have suffered with you in all your troubles — not 
one of your griefs but has been felt by us as our 
own ; but, seriously now, do you not think that you 
allow yourself to go a little beyond reason in your 
antipathies ? No doubt you have good cause for 
discarding from your intimacy certain persons be- 
longing to — ^ah ! — ^a certain class of society which 
it is useless to name between us. But wholesale 
proscriptions are always a mistake. One must 
know how to make exceptions. There are good 
people in every rank of life. And your niece's 
choice in particular is, I assure you, much more 
sensible than it appears to you to be. This young 
man is " 
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He could not conclude, for Ursula, who was by 
this time boiling and fuming like a volcano prepar- 
ing for an eruption, suddenly burst out, and tremb- 
ling with rage at the recollection of the scene in 
the kiosk, she shrieked — 

" He is a rascal ! Yes, sir, a rascal ! He has 
dared to enter my premises as a robber would have 
done. Scaled the walls ! I found him there in 
my kiosk, there ! there ! at your daughter's feet ! *' 

'* Not at her feet, aunt," corrected Monsieur 
Bernard. " Sitting on a couch. Aline told- me the 
whole story. They were talking, poor things ! " 

*' Oh yes, pity them ! Contradict me ! Approve 
their conduct, the indiscretion of which is revolt- 
ing!" 

" Well, but it" has been your own fault. Your 
harshness forced them to deceive us." 

"Monsieur, honest hearts, whatever happens^ 
never deceive ! " 

" Eh ? One must be a little reasonable after 
all," continued Monsieur Bernard, who was getting 
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hot in the discussion. " They love each other, and 
you want to separate them. They will meet. It is 
but natural, and in their place — " 

" You would have done the same, I suppose ? " 

" It is quite possible ! " 

"Monsieur, paternal love has impaired your 
intellect." 

''And I am afraid your systematic hate has 
blinded you ! " 

" Systematic ? " 

This.was the first tinie that Aunt Ursula had ever 
heard the slightest doubt thrown on the cause on 
which her prejudice was founded, the first time any 
voice had been audacious enough to raise itself to 
dispute her "misfortune." She thought for a 
moment that her brother-in-law had gone mad. 
She stared at him tmeasily, but saw that although 
unusually red, he was entirely master of himself, 
and had only said what he intended to say. Poor 
Ursula felt herself shunted ! She s^w that her 
prestige had diminished, and that unless by one 
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bold stroke she could reconquer it, her authority 
would be for ever at an end. 

" Systematic ! " she exclaimed. " My hate ! 
You are insolent to speak to me in this manner, 
and your daughter is a hussy to have acted as she 
has done ! " 

Ursula might have been as unjust as she pleased 
to Monsieur Bernard himself, but he could not allow 
such things to be said of Aline, and for the first 
time in his life this meek man lost all control 
over his temper, and bis voice shook with passion 
as he said : 

"I feel sorry for you, but you do not know 
what you are saying. My daughter is an angel ! 
My poor little one is now ill and miserable, when 
she ought to be at the very height of happi- 
ness. You are disturbing the harmony of existence 
for her. And why ? — ^for some foolish fancies un- 
worthy of a sensible woman ; for allow me to tell you 
the truth, your ' misfortune ' is a bad joke, which 
has lasted too long ! " 
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At these blasphemous words Aunt Ursula uttered 
a piercing cry ; she felt as if her heart had been 
torn out. Already the good man regretted his 
words, and would have withdrawn them, and Tie 
drew near the disconsolate creature to apologise, 
but she, as if holding the flaming sword of the 
angel who guards the gates of Paradise, stretched 
out a menacing arm, and without a word, hurriedly 
disappeared. 

So discord reigned in that hitherto peaceful 
household, and as it seemed impossible that they 
could continue to live as one family, Monsieur 
Bernard briefly told his wife and daughter that 
they must go and take up their abode for the present 
in a little chalet he had near his manufactory. 
They could be quite comfortable there till the end 
of th6 summer, and after that he would make 
other arrangements. 

Madame Bernard announced to her sister that 
two days hence they would separate. Ursula took 
refuge in silence, which was terrible for them all. 
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She raised no objections to this breaking up of all 
ties with those she loved. She only compressed 
her lips, her eyelids quivered, and a flush of colour 
rose to her pale cheeks as she bent her head in 
sign of acquiescence, then turned her back on her 
sorrowful sister who had vaguely hoped for some 
gleam of tenderness, some return to unselfish con- 
sideration. She went up to her room and devoted 
herself to prayer. 

Since the worship she had consecrated to Louis 
Silvain Exupere had been called in q;tie8tion, her 
devotion had become more fervid than before. 
Persecution in such cases always calls forth re- 
doubled piety. Never had so many little tapers 
been burnt round the daguerreotype. The im- 
pression of Ursula's sharp knees was deeper than 
ever on the velvet of the prie-dieu. 

The matter had now arrived at a crisis, and no 
measures of conciliation seemed possible. On 
both sides obstinate determination was displayed. 
With Aline, love outweighed every other con- 
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sideration, and she only dreamt of freedom. Aunt 
Ursula, persisting in her wrath, was resolved to 
put no obstacle in the way of the departure. A 
few hours only^ and all those members of a once 
united family would be irrevocably at variance, and 
to draw them together again would require a 
miracle. 
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The day of departure had arrived. Aunt Ursula 
had not yet appeared. She had heard all the 
noise of trunks and baskets being dragged across 
the polished floors, but she made no sign, although 
a great sorrow was in her heart as she thought 
that to-morrow the house would be empty. Alone 
with her own gloomy memories, in that room in 
which everything spoke to her of her vanished love, 
she asked herself in agony of spirit, if she had the 
right to require that this cherished child should 
be forced to smother her tender dawn of love. 

If only Aline had made one advance to the. 
heart-broken old maid, if she had but given her 
the opportunity of showing her sublime generosity 
by consenting at last to this union. If she only 
had held out her arms to her with one last suppli- 
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cation. If they had yielded to her the honours of 
war, she would have given way perhaps. But no ! 
N"o one came to implore her, they had rebelled and 
left her alone in a corner like some poor old 
deserted animal ! 

Oh ! that child she had so tenderly cared for, 
at whose little crib she had watched through many 
a weary night of childish sickness. That little fair 
thing, so rosy and so merry, whose hands were so 
soft, whose kisses were so fresh and sweet, her 
sole consolation in this world, her only hope in life, 
she was going away ! It was finished, she would 
see her no more ! 

And overcome by sorrow, Aunt Ursula wept 
bitterly in the solemn stillness of her chamber, 
stifling her sobs so that no one should guess her 



Then she threw herself down before the altar of 
her dear martyr, and cried in a tone of rapture — 
" A soldier ? No ! that is impossible. Never I " 
Twilight was already falling, when her medita'- 
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tions were interrupted by the noise of the door 
opening. Her maid entered. 

" What is it ? " she asked, with some irritation, 
" what is wanted with me 1 " 

" There is a gentleman downstairs who wishes 
to see you, mademoiselle." 

'* A gentleman ! What gentleman ? " 

" He gave no name." 

A nameless gentleman ! A wave of hope 
lightened Ursula's heart. Perhaps it was a relation 
or a friend of Captain Roger. What if they were 
going to make some conciliatory overture to her at 
the last moment, and things were to come right after 
all ? She quite trembled with joy at the thought. 

"Very well," she said, "I will go down and 
see him." 

She put a few touches to her disordered hair, 
and went down to the salon. 

A stout-looking man with a florid complexion, 
his whiskers cut in German fashion, and his hair 
frizzed, dressed like a foreigner — ^not particularly 
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attractive looking altogether — was waiting, stand- 
ing with his back to the fireplace. 

The lady looked at him vaguely, and with the 
ghost of a smile, asked — 

" To whom have I the honour of speaking ? " 

The stout gentleman drew himself up, advanced 
a step, and in a jovial voice, said — 

" Am I so changed, then, cousin, that you do 
not recognise me ? " 

" Cousin ! " Ursula looked more attentively at 
the man's puffy face which recalled no memory to 
her, and in a confused way replied — 

" Monsieur ! I did not quite understand. I beg 
your pardon. You said ? " — 

" Cousin ! and there is no doubt about it 
either," answered the stout gentleman. 

''Why Ursula," he added, "is it possible you 
don't remember ? " 

As he pronounced her name, Ursula, with such 
unexpected familiarity, she became livid, a wild 
look came into her eyes, and she stammered — 
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" Is it possible ? " 

'' Why, yes : Louis ! " 

She stood there cold and motionless, as if turned 
into a statue. 

'* It is a famous surprise, eh V " cried Louis 
Silvain Exupfere, with unwieldy mirth, which 
horrified Ursula. " I saw that just at first you did 
not recognise me. But you now, why you are not 
a bit changed ! Ah, my good Ursula, this is indeed 
a pleasure, after these long years, to see you once 
more ! '' 

But Ursula did not hear him, she was thinking — 

" Do the dead rise from their graves ? Or do I 
really see before me, living, the .man I have so wept 
and mourned for?'' A storm of wild thoughts 
whirled in her brain, which seemed like to burst. 
She asked herself at one and the same time if she 
should throw herself into the arms of her old 
lover, or strangle him with her own hands. Her 
inclination was to grind her teeth, to scream, to 
insult him, but still she found control enough to 
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keep silent, for she was overcome by a devouring 
curiosity. Before everything she must penetrate 
the mystery of this resurrection. 

'* But, how does it happen ? " she stammered. 

'* Ah, well now, it is really quite a romance ! " 

In the darkened room, in presence of this man 
to whom her life had been consecrated, Ursula was 
seized with a strange hallucination. It seemed to 
her that twenty years had not flown away, that her 
sorrows had only been a dream, that Louis had 
never gone away, that he had now come to ask for 
her hand, and that her father was about to enter, 
and to say at last, " My children, you love one 
another, be united." 

In the silence, however, the apparition, seeing 
Ursula motionless and mute, and supposing that 
her mind was occupied with his story, went on, 
speaking with a slightly foreign accent, gained in his 
long absence. And the old maid, her ears buzzing 
and her mind altogether unhinged, heard only 
fragments of his monologue. 
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Oh ! Kfe had been very hard in the trenches, 
where shot rained like hailstones. They had 
to cut out a shelter for themselves in the frozen 
snow, and had to be upon the watch all night long, 
for the Russians were continually making cunning 
sorties, taking the sentries prisoners, and butcher- 
ing the outposts. Scarcely anything to eat, and 
still less to drink, and a degree of cold which often 
left the skin of their hands sticking on the barrels 
of the guns. At last, one morning, in an icy fog, 
near an earthwork, he became benumbed with the 
cold, and began to dream sadly of those he had 
left in France. He saw as in a mirage the dear 
old home filled with light and warmth. A soft 
glow came over him, and he felt himself gradually 
enveloped in a delicious torpor, when some fierce 
hurrahs resounded. He then tried to cry out '' To 
arms ! fire ! " but a furious blow struck him on 
the temple, he saw a thousand blinding sparks, felt 
an agonizing pain, and everything was blotted out. 

He regained consciousness, lying in a comfortable 
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bed, in a room heated by an immense porcelain 
stove. Two women were sitting near him, speaking 
a language which he did not understand, but which 
was musical and sweet. He found that he was in 
Ekaterinoslaw, where the Russians had sent him 
along with a convoy of wounded, having picked 
him up with his head split. The hospital being 
full to overflowing, some kind people had taken 
him in, and for several weeks he had been nursed 
by this mother and daughter. 

Ursula made a sudden movement ; in her 
troubled mind an idea dawned upon her. Love 
had sprung up between the young daughter and 
the wounded man. She shuddered with jealous 
anger. 

But he went on with his story, enlarging, with 
great complacency, upon the attentions which the 
two women had lavished upon him. Then he began 
to hold forth about the father, the excellent 
Monsieur Balanof, a wealthy wine merchant, who 
took the trouble to speak to him in broken French^ 
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sajdng, " My poor child — a terrible war — ^great 
misfortune — ^wounded ! " And they had become 
true friends, in spite of spilt blood, and in 
spite of the cannon which went on growling, in 
spite of the defeat of the Russians, the victory of 
the French ; and he told how the girl, the tender 
Macha, had the love-light in her eyes when she 
looked with sympathy at the convalescent soldier. 

When peace was proclaimed, the prisoners were at 
liberty. But Macha had such a terrible fit of crying, 
that out of gratitude he felt obliged to delay his 
departure. Meanwhile the summer had come, and 
beautified the gardens, and in the evenings when 
he strolled there with this Russian maiden, he taught 
her to speak his language, whilst she taught him 
hers. Soon she could say " Mon bien avrn^/' and 
he could reply " Douchmka !" 

What could he add by way of explanation and 
excuse. There was, it was true, far away in France, 
a tall slender, dark girl who had been sternly 
refused to him, but here beside him was a 
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pretty fair young thing, who was aflfectionately 
offered to him. At home there was neither for- 
tune nor hope for him, whilst in Russia a partner- 
ship and a wife awaited him. So he became the 
partner of Monsieur Balanof, and the husband of 
Macha. As his own people had cast him off he 
remained forgotten, and had made a new family for 
himself in that other land. 

Everything had succeeded with him : he had been 
ingenious enough to introduce a new brand of 
champagne, manufactured from the white wine of 
the Crimea, and the business had been most prosper- 
ous. He now lived in one of the finest houses in 
Odessa, and was the father of several sons, and of a 
charming daughter, whom he intended presently to 
marry to a wealthy grain merchant. Ah ! he had 
often thought of his dear friends in France. At first 
he had heard of them from time to time, through 
his Parisian correspondent, who had informed him 
that Mademoiselle Pr^vot had married a Monsieur 
Bernard, and that she was very happy. He had 
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rejoiced to hear it. For life does not always turn 
out according to our dreams, does it ? And he 
looked at Ursula and laughed, then very slyly 
added — 

" We, for instance, who swore never to marry 
unless we could marry each other, eh, my dear ? " 

He might have continued to talk for an 
indefinite period as far as Ursula was concerned, for 
she paid no attention to him. In the depths of an 
arm chair, crushed and prostrate, feeling as if her 
reason were going, she sat out this interview in a 
kind of terrified stupor, caused by the strange and 
rapid shipwreck of all her beliefs and dreams. 

Was what she had just heard possible ? Was it 
not rather some witchery, some delusion ? What ! 
was everything crumbling round her i The temple 
she had raised to celebrate with all pomp her 
religion of sorrow, was it in ashes 1 The legend of 
" misfortune " which had occupied her life had dis- 
appeared in a moment. The halo of undying 
faithfulness which had made her so interesting had 
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been torn from her brow. The uncompromising 
mourning which she wore — a crotchet ! her pro- 
longed prostrations before the image of her hero, 
her dead hero, her martyr — affected, fantastical 
whims. 

The martjT himself had broken the spell. The 
sublime hero was established as a maker of mock 
champagne. The exalted defunct had come out of 
his imaginary tomb — ^married and the father of a 
family — Horror ! And she must confess all these 
humiliating truths, show that she had been scorned, 
ridiculed, and laughed at in her fictitious widow's 
garb! 

She asked herself if it would not be but just if a 
gulf were now to open suddenly and swallow up 
this ghastly being whose death had desolated her 
life, but whose existence left her more desolate 
still. 

But Louis Silvain Exupfere, fat and unwieldy, 
overflowing with health, did not seem at all disposed 
to disappear at the good pleasure of his ex-betrothed. 
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He sat there with an expression of sanctimonious 
contentment, which put the finishing touch to 
Ursula's fury. She felt the blood rush to her 
temples and then to her heart. She thought she 
was going to have an attack of apoplexy, but by an 
eflfort, she at last managed to rise. 

At that moment, a slight shadow crossed the 
window : it was Aline who was making a farewell 
tour of all her favourite haunts, saying good-bye to 
the green shady paths, and to all the flowers she 
loved best, to all the dear old garden over which 
she had roamed so careless and so happy. 

Her aunt saw her, and the remembrance of all 
the child had suflTered for the last eight days 
suddenly flashed upon her. Her pale sad face rose 
before her eyes, and all because of this great fat 
old man, red and hideous, with his mutton chop 
whiskers and his frizzed hair. Bitter tears came to 
her eyes, and with a great sob she began to weep 
hysterically. 

" Ursula ! " cried Louis Silvain Exupfere, much 
astonished, and going up to her. 
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Ursula started back with flashing eyes : — 

" Do not come near me ! " 

-But—" 

" Go ! and I hope never to see you again ! " 
cried she. '* You are a horror. Did you forget that 
my father had two daughters, you ungrateful mon- 
ster ? It was my sister who waa married. As for 
me, I have wept and mourned for you for twenty 
years ! You truly are endowed with a stock of 
audacity to come here, but you have already worked 
all the evil in your power, so go ! for I do not 
know of what I might not be capable ! " 

Astounded, Louis Silvain Exupfere uttered, in 
Russian, these words, " Vott BiavoUkoi^ prikUout- 
scheni^ vesma TiepriatnoU ! *' which means, "Here 
is a confounded adventure, and a disagreeable one 
too ! " And saying not another word, nor looking 
once behind him, he made a very precipitate 
retreat. 

As soon as he had gone, Ursula rushed upstairs 
to her own room, and like some fury, fell upon her 



Digitized by 



Google 



210 CLOUD AND SUNSHIlSrE. 

sacred comer. She overturned the prie-ddeu, un- 
hooked the daguerreotype, pulled down the silver 
lamp, and breaking them to pieces in her rage, 
she strewed the floor with the debris, and stamped 
on it with all her might. At last, exhausted with 
her efforts and trembling with passion, and looking 
round to see if there was anything more which it 
would be possible for her still to wreak her ven- 
geance on, she fell senseless on a couch. 

On the floor below, the whole household, attracted 
by the uproar, stood staring at one another in help- 
less astonishment. The noise having ceased. 
Monsieur Bernard ventured to go up. He remained 
for a moment undecided on the landing, listening. 
All was still, not a movement, not even a breath 
to be heard. He gave a timid little knock. No 
reply ! Then he felt very uneasy, he thought 
perhaps Ursula was ill He no longer hesitated, 
but turning the handle he went in. At one 
glance he saw the sacred objects in bits, and his 
sister-in-law lying senseless. He uttered a cry. 
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then took hold of her hands and struck the palms 
to try to rouse her. He spoke to her — 

" Ursula, good heavens ! what has happened ? 
Do you know me ? Speak, Ursula ! " 

Ursula appeared as if she were coming out of 
some profound abyss. She looked at Monsieur 
Bernard, and, recalled to herself once more, she 
remembered all her passion. 

" It is he ! it is he ! " she cried, pointing to the 
shrine of her deplored martyr. " He has returned ! 
He is living ! " 

Monsieur Bernard lifted his hands in unutter- 
able amazement. 

"Louis?" 

Ursula sat up, and in a hollow voice said — 

'* Let no one ever in my presence pronounce his 
name again ! " 

Then she walked up and down the room, absorbed 
in thought, as if pondering well before forming 
some serious resolution, and at last she said 
hurriedly — 
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" Bernard, my dear friend, will you go and find 
Captain Roger for me ? " 

Monsieur Bernard was struck dumb with sur- 
prise, and Aline and her mother must have been 
within hearing, for the unexpected words had 
scarcely been uttered when both appeared, their 
faces lighted up with joy, their lips breaking into 
smiles. And embracing poor Aunt Ursula, they told 
her how happy she had made them. 

Then there was a burst of tears, but they were 
tears of contentment and relief, and for a few 
moments Aline could only kiss her aunt and sigh, 
scai'cely able to realize that they were all imited 
again. 

Seven o'clock struck, and they were all in the 
drawing-room, when Roger presented himself with 
Monsieur Bernard, who had brought him there. 

He entered timidly, but although he was in 
uniform, Aunt Ursula kept quite calm, and the 
walls of the house did not fall, 

"Come in, monsieur," she said, "I am very 
pleased to see you." 
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Then, looking straight in his face, she must 
have found him entirely to her liking, for she said 
kindly — 

" You are an artillery oflBcer, are you not ? " 

" Captain, mademoiselle ; I was promoted last 
winter." 

" Have you been long in the service ? " 

" Nine years now. Indeed I had not completed 
my last year at the military college when I was 
drafted into a regiment of the army of the Loire, 
where I was attached to General Chanzy's 
corps." 

" You fought well, I hope ? " 

" I did my best, mademoiselle," said the young 
fellow, with a charming smile. 

" And were you ever wounded ? " 

" Well, I was — twice ; the first time it was only 
a sabre cut," said Roger, modestly, " the second 
time a bullet struck me in the retreat from Ven- 
d6me." 

" Bravo ! this is a true soldier," cried the old 



Digitized by 



Google 



214 CLOUD AND SUNSHINE. 

maid, enthusiastically ; " and may I ask were you 
ever by any chance taken prisoner ? " 

" Yes, mademoiselle, the Germans picked me up 
in the snow, half dead, I believe, and carried me to 
Mayence, where I must say I was well taken care 
of by the ladies of the town." 

" What, you also ? " 

And as the captain looked rather embarrassed, 
not understanding the meaning of the allusion, she 
added — 

" And supposing that a daughter of the con- 
querors (there were doubtless many of them young 
and pretty) had fallen in love with you, and that 
her hand had been offered to you along with a 
good dowry, what would you have done ? " 

" Why, I should have refused the honour," said 
the captain, softly, looking tenderly at Aline, 
whose eyes had filled with tears. " My heart 
would have warned me that for me happiness was 
only to be found in France." 

" Very good, monsieur I " exclaimed Aunt 
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Ursula, '' you have spoken like a sensible man and 
a trae patriot." 

She gave Aline an approving glance, then once 
more addressing Roger — 

" Now, my future nephew, will you do us the 
pleasure of remaining to dine with us this evening. 
And, if you are anxious to make yourself very 
agreeable to me, you can tell me all about your 
campaigns ! " 



THE END. 



Ihimbull <fc Spears, Frintera, Edinburgh, 
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a single work. Each separate chapter is wrought out with un exai^ness of elabOTation to which 
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Chartres, and published by Vizetelly, which is much superior to itb predecessor." — The World. 
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"Alone in the little garden of the restaurant they were kissing each other and eating tbeir 
fish. AH at once, from a rustic arbour built among the branches of the plane-tree at whose foot 
their tabic was set out, n loud and bantering voice was heard : ' I say, there, when you've done 

billing and cooinj ,' and the leonine face and ruddy beard of Caoudal the sculptor appeared 

through an opening in the woodwork of the hut" 
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Translated from the 11 th French Udition. [Ready in April. 



Third Edition^ in crown 8ro, price Zs. 6<f. 

DISENCHANTMENT. 

By F. MABEL ROBINSON. 

AUTHOR OF "MR. BUTLER'S WARD." 

" ' D1RBNCHA.KTMKNT ' is a noyel of considerable power. There U not one of the characters which 
does not become more and more an actual man or woman as one turns the pa^es. . . . The 
book 14 full of humour and the liveliest and healtliiest appreci ition of the tender and emotional 
Hide of life, and the accuracy — the almost relentless accuracy— with which the depths of life are 
sounded, is startiiuffr iu the work of an almost uuknowu writer."— PaU Mall Gazette. 

** 8ome of the scones are given with remarkably impressive power. . . . The book is altogether 
of exceptiunal iutere^t as an original study of many sides of actual human nature."— rA« Graphic. 



Fifth Edition^ in crown 8w, with Frontispiece, price 65. 

A DRAMA IN MUSLIN. 

By GEORGE MOORE. 
Author of **A Mummer's Wife," **A Modern Lover," &c. 

'*Mr. George Moore's work stands on a very much higher plane than the facile fiction of the 
olrculatmg libmries. The hideous comedy of the mai-riage-market has been a stock topic with 
inivelists from Thackeray downwards ; but Mr. Moore goes deep into the yet more hideous tragedy 
wliich forms its afterpiece, the tnigedy of enforced st^nant celibacy, with its double catastrophe 
of iliseaae and vice."— i>a/2 Mail Gazette. 



In crown 8ro, price bs, 

ICARUS. 

By the Author of "A Jaunt in a Junk." 

" A clever book with an oriclnal and inflrcnlous idea. . . . Well fitted to amuse the leisure of 
men and women of the worXd/'—Marning Post. 

'* The tale i* admirably told."— .St. Stephen's Review. 
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By FfiLlSE LOVELACE. 
'* The author is but too true to human nature, as Thackeray and other great artists have been 
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THE NOVELS OF FEDOR DOSTOIEFFSKY. 

Translates frox the Original Bussian. 
Third Edition, In croum Svo, 450 paget^ price 6«. 

CRIME AND PUNISHMENT. 

A RUSSIAN REALISTIC NOVEL. 
By FEDOR DOSTOIEFFSKY. 



OPINIOKS OF THE PRESS. 
The AthensBum. 
" Outside Rnssia the name of Fedor DostnielTsky was till lately almost unknown. Tet Dostoielfeky 
is one of the most remarkable of modem writers, and his book, ' Crime and Pukishmemt,' is one 
of the most moving of modern novels. It is the story of a murder and of the punishment which 
dogs the murderer ; and its effect is unique in fiction. It is realism, but such realism as M. Zola 
and his followers do not dream of. The reader knows the personals— strange, grotesque, terrible 

Ihe flesh. He is con- 



personages they are—more intimately than if he had been years with them in the flesh, 
strained to live their lives, to suffer their tortures, to scheme and resist with them, exult with 
them, weep and laugh and despair with them : he breathes the very breath of theirnoslails, and with 
the madness that comes upon them he is afilicted even as they. This sounds extravagant praise, no 
doubt ; i)ut only tb those who have not read the volume. To those who have, we are sure Uiat it 
will appear ratiier under the mark than otherwise." 

Pall Mall Gazette. 

*• The figures in the grand, gloomy picture are a handful of men and women taken haphazard IVom 
the crowd of the Russian capital. They are nearly all poor. Th& central figure in the novel is one 
of those impecunious 'students,' the outcomes of whose turbulent brains have often been a cnrne 

where they were intended to be a blessing to their countiy. Sonia is a figure of tragic pathos 

A strange fascination attracts Raskolnikoff to seek her out in her own lodgings, a bare little room in 
an obscure street of St. Petersburg ; and there, in the haunt of impurity and sin, the harlot and the 
assassin meet together to read the story of Lazarus and Dives. In that same den Rodia confesses 
his crime, and, in anguish almost too deep for words, the outcast girl implores the criminal, for 
God's sake, to make atonement." 

The Spsotator. 

" In our opinion Dostoicffsky's finest work is ' Crime and Punishment.' Though never Zolaesque, 
Dostoiefi'sky is intensely realistic, calls a spade a spade with the most uncompromising frankness. 
He describes sin in its most hideous shapes ; yet he is full of t^idemess and loving-kindness for its 
victims, and shows us that even the most aliaudoned are not entirely bad, and that for all there is 
hope— hope of redemption and regeneration. DostoiefTsky sounded the lowest depths of human 
nature, and wrote with the power ol a master. None but a Russian and a genius could draw such a 
character as Rodia Raskolnikoff, who has been aptly named the ' Hamlet of the Madhouse.' " 

The World. 
" The publisher has done good work in publishing ' Crime and Punishment,' a translation of Dostoi- 
effsky's much-praised novel— a little over-praised, perhaps, but a strong thing, beyond all question." 

Westminster Beylew. 
" 'Crime and Punishment' is powerful, and not without a certain weird Ikscination." 



Second Edition^ in crown SvOj with Portrait and Memoir, jf rice 6*. 
INJURY AND INSULT. By. Fedor Dostoieffsky. 

Translated from the Original Russian by F. Whishaw. 

" That ' Injury and Insult ' is a powerful novel few will deny. Yania is a marvellous character. 
Once read, the book can never be forgotten." — St. Stephen's Review. 

" A masterpiece of fiction. The author has treated with consummate tact the difficult character 
of Natasha ' the incarnation and the slave of passion.' She lives and breathes in these vivid I^ges, 
and the reader is drawn into the vortex of her anguish, and rejoices when she breaks f^-ee from her 
chain." — Morning Post. 
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THE FRIEND OF THE FAMILY, & THE GAMBLER. 

Translated from thb Obioinal Russian bt F. Whishaw. 

" There are three Russian novelists who, though, with one exception, little known out of their owh 
country, stand head and shoulders above most of their contemporaries. In the opinion of some not 
indifferent critics, they are superior to all other novelists of this generation. Two of them, 
Dostoieffsky and TurgeuiefT, died not long ago, the third, Lyof Tolstoi, still' lives. The one with the 
most marked individuality of character^ probably the most highly gifted, was unquestionably 
Dtwtoieffsky. "— <S»pectotor, 

To be followed by 

THE IDIOT. THE BROTHERS KARAMASOFF. 

UNCLE'S DREA M, & THE PERMANENT HUSBAND. 

THE NOVELS OF COUNT LYOF TOLSTOI. . 

CouKT Tolstoi's Masterpiece. 
Second Edition. In One Volume, 8t?o, 780 pages, 7«. Qd. 

ANNA KARENINA: A Russian Realistic Novel By 

Count Lyof Tolstoi. 

" To say that the book is fascinating would be but poor praise. It is a drama of life, of which 
every page is palpitating with intense and real life, and its grand lesson, ' Vengeance is Mine, I will 
repay,' is ever present."— PaZi Mall Gazette. 

" It has not only the very hue of life, but its movement, its advances, its strange pauses, its 
seeming reversions to former conditions, and its perpetual change, its apparent solations, its 
essential solidarity. It is a world, and you live in it while you read, and long afterwards."— 
Harper's Monthly. 

Count Tolstoi's Great Eealistic Kovel. 
Second Edition. In Three Vols., 6s. each. 

WAR AND PEACE. By Count Lyof Tolstoi. 

1. BEFORE TILSIT. 2. THE INVASION. 3. THE FRENCH AT MOSCOW. 

" Incomparably Count Tolstoi's greatest work is * War and Peace.' " — Saturday Review. 

•* Count Tolstoi's magnificent i\owe\."—AthencB\im. 

" Count Tolstoi's admirable work may be warmly recommended to novel reader**. His pictures 
of Imperial society — the people who move round the Czar— are as interesting and as vivid as his battle 
scenes."— iSt. Javies's Gazette. 

" The interest of the book is not concentrated in a hero and a heroine. The other personages are 
studied with equal minute elaboration . . . and pass before us in scenes upon which the author 
has lavished pains and knowledge. He describes society as it appears to a calm, severe critic. He 
understands and respects goodness, and sets before us all that is luvable in Russian domestic life." 
—Pall Mall Gazette. 

With Frontiynece. In One Volume, Ss. 6<f. 

A HERO OF OUR TIME. By M. U. Lekmontoff. 

" Lermontoff's genius was as wild and erratic as his stormy life and tragic end. But it had the 
true ring, and his name is enrolled among the literary immortals of his country. • A Hero of Our 
Time' is utterly unconventional, possesses a weird interest all its own, and is in every way a 
remarkable romance." — Spectator. 

During May, in crown Svo,with a Portrait and Memoir of Count Tolstoi, price 5s, 

CHILDHOOD, BOYHOOD, AND YOUTH. 
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THE MERMAID SERIES. 



" I He and dream of your full Mermaid wine." 

Master Francis Beaumont to Ben Jonson, 



Now Publishing, 

In Half-Crown monthly vols., post 8vo. Each volume 

•containing from 400 to 500 pages, bound in cloth with cut or uncut edges. 

An Unexpurgated Edition of 

THE BEST PLAYS 

OF 

THE OLD DRAMATISTS, 

Undf.r the General Editorship of HAVELOCK ELLIS. 



LTHOUGH a strong and increasing interest is felt to-day in the great 
Elizabethan dramatists who are grouped around Shakespeare, no satisfac- 
tory attempt has hitherto been made to bring their works before the 
public in a really popular manner. With the exception of such monu- 
mental and for most readers inaccessible editions as those of Dyce and 
BuUen, they have either been neglected or brought out in a mutilated and 
adequate form. Some of the most delightful of them, such as Middleton 
id Thomas Heywood, and even Beaumont and Fletcher are closed to all, save 
, and none of them are obtainable in satisfactory editions at moderate prices. 
! Mermaid Series it is proposed to issue the best plays of the Elizabethan 
ana later Dramatists, those plays which, with Shakespeare's, constitute the chief 
contribution of the English spirit to the literature of the world. The Editors who have 
given their assistance to the undertaking include men of literary eminence, who have 
already distinguished themselves in this field, as well as younger writers of ability. The 
first volume will contain a general introduction by Mr. J. A. Symonds, dealing with the 
Elizabethan Drama generally, as the chief expression of English national life at one of 
•ts points of greatest power and expansion. 
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Each volume will contain on an average five complete Plays, prefaced by an Intro- 
ductory Notice of the Author. Great care will be taken to ensure, by consultation among 
the Editors, that the Plays selected are in every case the best and most representative— and 
not the most conventional, or thoseVhich have lived on a merely accidental and triiditional 
reputation. A feature will be made of plays by little known writers, which although often 
so admirable are now almost inaccessible. The names of the Editors will be sufficient 
guarantee for the qxiality of the selection. In every instance the utmost pains will be taken 
to secure the best text, the spelling will be modernised, and brief but adequate notes 
will be supplied. 

In no case will the Plays undergo any process of expurgation. It is believed that, 
although thsy may sometimes run counter to what is called modem taste, the free and 
splendid energy of Elizabethan art, with its extreme realism and its extreme idealism — 
embodying, as it does, the best traditions of the English Drama— will not suffer from the 
frankest representation. 

Carefully etched Portraits of those Dramatists of whom authentic portraits exist 
will be given as frontispieces to the various volumes, and every pains will be taken to 
ensure typographical accuracy and excellence, and to produce the series in a satisfactory 
manner in every respect. 



Now ready ^ 
MARLOWE. Edited by Havelock Ellis. With a General 
Introduction by J. A. Symonds: 



To he followed by 
MASSINGER. Edited by Arthur Symons. 
MIDDLETON. With an Introduction by A. C. Swinburne. 
BEAUMONT and FLETCHER (2 vols.). Edited by J. St. 

LoE Strachey. 
DEKKER. Edited by Ernest Rhys. 
WEBSTER and CYRIL TOURNEUR. Edited by J. A. 

Symonds. 
SHIRLEY. Edited by Edmund Gosse. 
ARDEN OF FEVERSHAM and other Plays attributed to 

Shakespeare. Edited by Arthur Symons. 
OTWAY. Edited by the Hon. Roden Noel. 
FORD. Edited by Havelock Ellis. 
THOMAS HEYWOOD. Edited by J. A. Symonds. 

Also by CONGREVE, BEN JONSON (2 vols.), CHAPMAN, 
MARSTON, WILLIAM ROWLEY and FIELD, 
DRYDEN, WYCHERLEY, LEE, &c. 
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lo VIZETELLY &* CO:S NEW BOOKS &* NEIV EDITIONS, 

NEW STORY BY THE AUTHOR OF "THE CHEVELEY NOVELS." 
In Crown 8ro, attractively hounds price Zs, 6cL 

HIS CHILD FRIEND. 

By the AuTHoii of "A Modern Minister," "Saul Weir," &c. 
" Is told tenderly and with graphic skilL All the characters are well and truthfully drawn. *' 



A STORY OF THE STAGE. 

In Crovni Svo, with eight tinted page cTtgravings, price 2s, Crf. 

SAVED BY A SMILE. 

By JAMES SIREE. 



Second Edition. In crown 8t*o, with page engravings, price 2s» 6d. 

MY FIRST CRIME. 

By G. MAC:^, former ** Chef de la SuretiS " of the Paris Police. 

** An account by a real Lecoq of a real crime is a novelty among the mass of criminal 
noYels with which the world has been favoured since the death of the great originator Gaboriau. 
It is to M. Mac^, who has had to deal with real^*"gr«« d'instriiction, real agenU de la gUret^. and real 
murderers, that we are indebted for this really interesting addition to a species of literature 
which has of late begun to paM. "Saturday Revitv. 



A BOOK FOR THE PRESENT CRISIS. 

Second Edition. • In crown Svo, paper cover, price Is., or cloth, Is. 6d. 

IRISH HISTORY FOR ENGLISH READERS. 

By WILLIAM STEPHENSON GREGG. 

** The history is one that every Englishman ought to read. As an outline to be filled up by 
w der reading it is an admirable little book." — Literai-y World. 



Shortly will be published in Shilling Volumes, with picture covers, 

CAPITAL STORIES. 

The Earlier Volumes will Include : 

THE CHAPLAIN'S SECRET, by leon de tinseau. 
AVATAR. By theophile gautier. 

{The above work evidently suggested ** Doctor Jekyll and Mr. Hyde.") 

COLONEL QUAGG'S CONVERSION ; and Other Stories. 

By GEORGE AUGUSTUS SALA. 

THE MONKEYS' REVENGE, by leon gozlan. 

THE MARCHIONESS'S TEAM, by l6on de tinseau. 
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J'lZETELLV &* CO:S NEW BOOK'S &> NEW EDITIONS, ii 
MR. E. C. GRENVILLE-MURRAY'S WORKS. 



Third and Cheaper EditioUj in post 800, 434 pp., with numerous Page and other 
Engravings, handsomely hound, price 5s. 

IMPRISONED IN A SPANISH CONVENT: 

AN ENGLISH GIRL'S EXPERIENCES. 

** Intensely fascinating. The expo»6 is a remarkable one, and as readable as remarkable." — 
Society'. 

** Excellent apecimens of their author in his best and brightest mrod,'*—Athfnceum. 

•' liigbly dmmiitic."— 5cot»/itttn. **8tri£iugiy interesting."— Xiterar^ World. 



** Instead of the meek cooing dove with naked feet and a dusty face who had talked of dying 
for me^ I had now a bright-eyed rusy-cheeked cumpauiuu who had cambric pocket-handkerchiefs 
with violet scent on them and smoked cigarettes uu the H\y."—}*age 75. 



New and Cheaper Edition, Two Vols, large post Svo, attractively bound, price 15s, 

UNDER THE LENS: SOCIAL PHOTOGRAPHS. 

ILLUSTRATED WITH ABOUT 300 ENGRAVINGS BY WELL-KNOWN ARTISTS. 

CONTENTS : — JILTS — ADVENTURERS AND ADVENTURESSES - HONOURABLE 
GENTLEMEN (M.P.s)-PUBLIC SCHOOLBOYS AND UNDERGRADUATES- SPENDTHRIFTS 
—SOME WOMEN I HAVE KNOWN— ROUGHS OF HIGH AND LOW DEGREE. 

" Brilliant, highly-coloured sketches. . . . containing beyond doubt some of the l)est writing 
that has come from Mr. Grenville-Murray's pen." — St. Junie** Gazette. 
** Limned audaciously, unsparingly, and with much ability."— JTorU. 
** Distinguished by their pitiless fidelity to nature."— Society. 
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VIZETELLY 6- CO:S NEW BOOKS 6- NEW EDITIONS, 13 
MR. E. C. QRENVILLE-MURRAY'S WORKS-con^tnii«d. 



Seventh Edition^ in post 2>vo, handaomely hound, price Is, 6d. 

SIDE-LIGHTS ON ENGLISH SOCIETY: 

&iittd)tii from liU, dorial aM dattriral. 

■ ILLUSTRATED WITH NEARLY 300 CHARACTERISTIC ENGRAVINGS. 
CONTENTS :— FLIRTS. — ON HER BRITANNIC MAJESTY'S SERVICE. — 8BMI- 
PBTACHED WLVES.— NOBLE LORDS.— YOUNG WIDOWS.— OUR SILVERED YOUTH, 
OR NOBLE OLD BOYS. 

** This is a startling book. The volume is expensively and elaborately got up ; the writing is 
bitter, UQsparinf;, and extremely clever."— Vanity Pair, 

"Mr. Grenville-Murray sparkles very steadily throughout the present volume, and puts to 
excellent use liis incomparable knowledge of lite and manners, of men and cities, oi appearances 
Hiid facts. Of his several descants upon English types, I shall onlv remark that they are 
brilliantly and dashingly written, curious as to their matter, and admirably readable."— 3'nuA. 

"No one can question the brilliancy of the sketches, nor aflirm that * Side-Lights ' is aught but 

a fascinating book llie book is destined to make a great noise in the world. "-> WMUhaH 

Review, 



Third Edition, rvith Frontispiece and Vignette, price 2$, Qd. 

HIGH LIFE IN FRANCE UNDER THE 
REPUBLIC : 

SOCIAL AND SATIRICAL SKETCHES IN PARIS AND THE PROVINCES. 

" Take this book as it stands, with the limitations imx)oeed upon its author by drcumstanoes, 

and it will be found very enjoyable The volume is studded with shrewd observatiotiB on 

French life at the present d>«y.' — SptetcUor, 

" A very clever and entertaining series of social and satirical sketches, almost French in fhtir 
point and vivacity." — Contemporary Jtevieio, 

" A most amusing book, and no less instructive if read with allowances and understanding." 
— WwrUl, 

" Full of the caustic humour and graphic character- paintinsf so characteristic of Mr. GreuviUe- 
Murray's work, and dealing trenchantly yet lightly with almost every conceivable phase of 
s jcial, political, official, journalistic and theatrical life."— iSociely. 
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14 VIZETELLY &* CO:S NEW BOOKS &* NEW EDITIONS. 



MR. E. C. GRENVILLE-MURRAY'S "HORKS^-^mtinued, 

Second Edition, in large 8rtf, tastefully hound, wUh gilt edges, price 10«. M, 

FORMING A HANDSOME VOLUME FOR A PRESENT. 

PEOPLE I HAVE MET. 

niuat rated with 64 tinted Page Engravings, fr inn, DenignJi by Fked. Barnard, 



THE RICH WIDOW (reduced from the original engraving). 

"Mr. Grenville-Murray*8 pagea aparkle with cleverness and with a shrewd wit, caustic or 
cynical at times, but by no means excluding a due appreciation of the softer virtues of women 
and the sterner excellences of men. The talent of the artist (Mr. Barnard) is akin to that of the 
author, and the result of the combination is a book that, once taken up, can hardly be laid duw n 
until the last page is perused." — Spectator. 

" All of Mr. GrenviUo-Murray's portraits are clever and life-like, and some of them are not 
unworthy of a model who was more before the author's eyes than Addison — namely, Thackeray " 
—Truth. 

** Mr. Orenville-Miirray's sketches are genuine studies, and are the best things of the kind 
that have been published since 'Sketches by Boz,* to which they are superior iu the 86nR«» in 
which artistically executed character portraits arc superior to caricatures."— S<. James's Gazette. 

'* No book of its class can be pointed out so admirably calculated to shDw another generation 
the foibles and peculiarities of the men and women of our times."— Jlfomiwflr Post. 



An Edition of "PEOPLE I HAVE MET" is published in sman 8vo, 
with Frontispiece and other pagre En^avingrs, price 2s. 6d. 



In post Svo, 150 engi'avings, cloth gilt, price 5s. 

Jilts and other Social Photographs. 

Unifitrm with the above. 

Spendthrifts and other Social Photographs. 
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VIZETELLY &> CO.'S NEW BOOKS Si' NEW EDITIOTTS.x^ 
MR. GEORGE AUGUSTUS SALA'S WORKS. 



' It was like your imperence to come smoucbin' round here, lookiu); after de white folks' wabliiD.' 



In One Volume, demy 8 to, 5Q0 pages, price 128., the Fifth Edition p/ 

AMERICA REVISITED, 

FROM THE BAY OF NEW YORK TO THE GULF OF MEXICO, & FROM LAKE MICHIGAN 
TO THE PACIFIC, including a soitourn among the mormons in salt lake city. 

IIiIiUBTBATXD WITH NXABLT 400 ZNGBA^VINaS. 

**In ' America Rev sited ' Mr. Sala is seen at his very best; better even than in bis Paris 
t)Ook, more evenly geiiii<] and gay, and with a fresher subject to handle." — World. 

" Mr. Bala's good stories lie thick as plums in a pudding throughout this handsome work."— 
PcM Mall QuzetU, 
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i6 VIZETELLY &* CO:S NEW BOOKS &* NEW EDITIONS. 

MR. G. A. SALA'S WORKS-<;(m^mt««(2. 

In demy Svo, handsomely printed on hand-made paper^ wUh the IllnstrcdioTis on 
India paper mounted (only 250 copies printed), price 10s, 6<2. 

UNDER THE SUN: 

ESSAYS MAINLY WRITTEN IN HOT COUNTRIES. 

A New Edition, containing several Additional Essays, with an Etched Portrait 
of the Author by Bocourt, and 12 full-page Engt-avings. 

" There are nearly four hundred pages between the covers of this volume, which means that 
they contain plenty of excellent reading. "~<S<. Jamet'* Gazette. 



Uniform vnth the ctbove, with Frontispieoe <md other Page .Engravinys, 

DUTCH PICTURES, and PICTURES DONE 
WITH A QUILL. 

The Oraphie remarks : ** We have received a sumptuous new edition of Mr. G. A. Bala's well- 
known ' Dutch Pictures.' It is printed on rough paper, and is enriched with many admirable 
illustrations." 

" Mr. Sala's best work has in it something of Montaigne, a great deal of Charles Lamb— made 
deeper and broader— and not a little of Lamb's model, the accomplished and quaint Sir Thomas 
Brown. These ' Dutch Pictures ' and ' Pictures Done with a Quill ' should be placed alongside 
Oliver Wendell Holmes's inimitable budgets of friendly gossip and Thackeray's 'Roundabout 
Papers.' They display to perfection the quick eye, good taste, and ready hand of the bom 
essayist — ^they are never tiresome." — Daily Teleg-raph. 

UNDER THE SUN, and DUTCH PICTURES AND PICTURES DONE 
WITH A QUILL are also published in crown 8vo, price 2a, 6d. each. 



Third and Cheaper Udition, in demy 8vo, cloth gilt, price Qs, 

A JOURNEY DUE SOUTH; 

TRAVELS IN SEARCH OF SUNSHINE, 

INCLUDING 

MARSEILLES, NICE, BASTIA, AJACCIO, GENOA, PISA, BOLOGNA, 
VENICE, ROME, NAPLES, POMPEII, &c. 

ILLUSTRATED WITH 16 FULLPAQE ENGRAVINGS BY VARIOUS ARTISTS. 

" In ' A Journey due South' Mr. Sala is in his brightest and cheeriest mood, ready with quip 
and jest and anecdote, brimful of allusion ever happy and ^t."Saturday Beview. 



Eighth EdUion, in crown 8vo, 558 pages, attractively hound, price 2s. 6d., 
or gilt at the side and with gilt edges, 3s. 

PARIS HERSELF AGAIN. 

By GEORGE AUGUSTUS SALA, 

WITH 360 CHARACTERISTIC ILLUSTRATIONS BY FRENCH ARTISTS. 

* On subjects like those in his present work, Mr. Sala is at his best."— 7%« Times. 
" This book is one of the most readable that has appeared for many a day. Few Englishmen 
know so much of old and modem Paris as Mr. Sala." — Truth. 

*'* Paris Herself Again' is infinitely more amusing than most novels. There is no style so 
' atty and so unwearying as that of which Mr. Sala is a master." — The Wwld, 
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A BUCK OF THK REGENCY : jTom ^' DUTCH PICTURES:* 

** Mr. Sala's best work baa in it somethinff of Montaigne, a great deal of Charles Lamb— made 
deeper and broader— and not a little of Lambda model, the acoompltohed and quaint Sir Thomas 
Brown. These * Dutch Pictures ' and * Pictures Done With a Quill' should be placed alongside 
Oliver Wendell Holmes's inimitable budgets of friendly gossip and Thackeray's 'Roundabout 
Papers.' They display to perfection t>>o quick eye, good taste, and ready hand of the bom 
easayist— they are never tiresome/'^/oti/ Telegraph. 
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i8 VIZETELLY dr* CO,'S NEfV BOOKS &* NEW EDITIONS, 
VIZETELLY'S ONE-VOLUME NOVELS. 

CHEAPE:R , I8SVE, 

" The idea of publishing cheap one- volume novels is a good one, and we wish the series every 
success."— 6'atwrday Review, 

2s. 6d. each. 

FIFTH EDITION, 

THE IRONMASTER; OR, LOVE AND PRIDE. 

By GEORGES OHNET. 

TRANSLATED WITHOUT ABRIDGMENT FROM THE 14«th FRENCH EDITION. 

" This work, the greatent literary success in any language of recent times, has already 
yielded its author upwards of £12,000." 

THIRD EDITION. 

NUMA ROUMESTAN ; OR, JOY ABROAD AND 
GRIEF AT HOME. 

By ALPHONSE DAUDET. 

TRANSLATED BT Mbs. J. G. LATABD. 

*' ' Numa Rouxnestan ' is a masterpiece ; it is really a perfect work ; it has no fault, no weak- 
nesA. It is a compact and harmonious whole. "—Mr. Henry James. 

SECOND EDITION, 

THE CORSARS; OR, LOVE AND LUCRE. 

By JOHN HILL, Author op **The Waters op Marah," ."Sally," &c. 

** It is indubitable that Mr. Hill has produced a strong and lively novel, full of story, cha- 
racter, situations, murder, gold-mines, exctusions, and alarms. The bcok is so rich in premise 
that we hope to receive some day fi-om Mr. Hill a romance which will win every vote." — 
6aturday Review. 

The Book that made M. Ohnet's reputation, and was crowned by the French Academy. 
SECOND EDITION. 

PRINCE SERGE PANINE. 

By GEORGES OHNET. Author of *«The Ironmaster." 

TRANSLATED, WITHOUT ABRIDGMENT, FROM THE 110th FRENCH EDITION. 

"This excellent version is sure to meet with large success on our side of theChanneL" — London 
Figaro. 



BETWEEN MIDNIGHT AND DAWN. 

By INA L. CASSILIS, Author of ''Society's Queen," &c. 
" An ingenious plot, cleverly handled." — Athenceum, 

** The interest begins with the first page, and is ably sustained to the conclusion." — Edinburgh 
Courant. 

ROLAND; OR THE EXPIATION OF A SIN. 

By ARY ECILAW. 

•* A novel entitled • Roland ' is creating an immense sensation in Paris. The fin»t, second, 
ind third editions were swept away in as many days. The work is chi^mingly written."— 7 /.e 
VorUL 
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VIZETELLY &* CO:S NEW BOOKS &- NEW EDITIONS, 19 

VIZETELLY'S ONE-VOLUME HOME\.S— continued, 
3s. 6d. each. 

NINTH EDITION, CAREFULLY REVISED, AND WITH A SPECIAL PREFACE. 

A MUMMER'S WIFE. A EeaHstic Novel. 

By GEORGE MOORE, Author of "A Moderx Lover." 

" A striking book, different in tone from current English fiction. The woman's character is 
a very powerful study." — Athenceum. 

** A Mummer's Wife, in virtue of its vividness of presentation and real literary skill, may be 
regarded as a representative example of the work of a literary school that has of late years 
attracted to itself a good deal of notoriety. " — Spectator. 

** * A Mummer's Wife ' holds at present a unique position among English novels. It is a 
conspicuouB success of its kind." — Graphic. 

THIRD EDITION. 

COUNTESS SARAH. 

By GEORGES OHNET, Author of '*The Ironmaster." 

TRANSLATED, WITHOUT ABRIDGMENT, FROM THE 118th FRENCH EDITIO^^. 

« The book contains some very powerful situations and first-rate character studies." — 
Whitehall Review. 

" To an interesting plot is added a number of strongly-marked and cleverly drawn charatiters.** 
^Society, 

THIRD EDITION, 

MR. BUTLER'S WARD. 

By MABEL ROBINSON. 

" A charming book, poetically conceived, and worked out with tenderness and insight. " — 
Aihenoivm. 

*' The heroine is a very happy conception, a beautiful creation whose affecting? history is 
treated with much delicacy, sympathy, and command of all that is touching." — Illugtrated News. 

" All the characters are new to fiction, and the author is to be congratulated on having made 

8o fvJl and original a haul out of the supposed to be exhausted waters of modem society " 

— Graphic, 

THE THREATENING EYE. 

By E. F. knight, Author of *'A Cruise in the Falcon." 

" There is a good deal of power about this romance." — Graphic. 

•' Full of extraordinary power and originality. The story is one of quite exceptional force and 
impressiveness."— Jifanc^«ter .ffajaniinw. 

THE FORKED TONGUE. 

By R. LANGSTAFF DE HAVILLAND, M.A., Author of ** Enslaved," &c. 

" In many respects the story is n. remarkable one. Its men and women are drawn with power 
and without pity ; their follies and their vices are painted in unmistakable colours, and with 
a skill that fascinates."— Society. 

THIRD EDITION. 

A MODERN LOVER. 

By GEORGE MOORE, Author of **A Mummer's Wife." 

"Mr. Moore has a real power of drawing character, and some of his descriptive scenes are 
capital."— S<. James's Gazette, 

** It would be diflBcult to praise too highly the strength, truth, delicacy, and pathos of fhe 
incident of Gwynnie Lloyd, and the admirable treatment of the great sacrifice she make^. The 
ixxcident is depicte<i with skill and he&uty."— Spectator, 
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" Kiss me, dear," said Atheuab. 

Jn large crown Svo, hwuti/ully jprintted on Um^ fk/per^ ^pnM 69,, w-hamdmrnely 

bound wUkgiU.^tit^ vuitabie in ^swry^oaiyfmrv^preMtU, Ca. 

An JUuatmieaSMttOB of ». ^Maoi^s :OeUln«ted IToreL 

THE IRONMASTER; OR, LOVE Al^D PRIDE. 

CoKTAiNiNO 42 Full-Page Engrayinos by French Artists, Printed 
Separate from the Test. 
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VIZETELLY ^ CO:S NEW BOOKS &* NEW EDITIONS, 21 
VIZETELLY'S ONE VOLUME NOVELS-con/.nM^i. 3s. 6d. e::ch. 

PRINCE ZILAH. 

By JULES CLARETIK 

Translated from the 57 th French edition, 
'* M. Jules Claretie has of late taken a conspicuous place as a novelist in France." — Tim»$. 



THE TRIALS OF JETTA MALAUBRET. 

(NOIR8 ET ROUQE8.) 
By victor CHERBLTLIEZ, of the French Academy. 

TRANSLATED BY THE COUNTESS G. DE LA ROCHEFOUCAULD 

** ' Jetta Malaiibret ' deals with the experiences of a young girl who is taken from a convent 
and deliberately plunged into a sort of society calculated to teach her the utmost possible amount 
of worldly wisdom— to say nothing of worse things— in the shortest possible time. The char- 
acterization and dialogue are full of piquancy and cleverness."— dWuty. 



In post Svo, with numerous Page and other Engravings, cloth gilt, price Zs, 6d., 

NO ROSE WITHOUT A THORN, 

AND OTHER TALES. 
By F. C. BURNAND, H. SAVILE CLARKE, R. E. FRANCILLON, &c. 



" By the aid of the chimney with the register up Mrs. Lupecombe's curiosity ww, to 
certain extent, gratified." — Pagt 19. 

In post Svo, with numerous Page and other Engravings, cloth gilt, price Zs, 6d» 

THE DOVE'S NEST, 

AND OTHER TALES. 
By JOSEPH HATTON, RICHARD JEFFERIES, H. SAVILE CLARKE, &o. 
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22 VIZETELLY &* CO.'S NEW BOOKS &- NEW EDITIONS. 



ZOLA'S POWERFUL REALISTIC NOVELS. 

TRA-NSLATED WITHOUr ABRIDGMENT. 

Illustrated with Page Engravings by French Artists. 
In croivn 8ro, price 6«. each. 



SCr. HENBT JAMBS on ZOLA^S NOVELS. 

"A novelist with a Bystein. h paasiunatu fonvictioii, a grreat plan— iuconteatable attnrlbutes of 
M. Zola— is not now to be eaa ly found iti KngUind or the United States, where the story-teller's 
art is almost exchislvely feminine, is mainly in the hands of timid (even when yery accomplished) 
women, whose aoqusintance with life is severely restricted, uud who are not conroicuous for 
general views. The novel, moreover, nraoug ourselves, is almost always addressed to young 
unmarried ladies, or at least always assumes them to be a large p;irt of the novelist's public. 

" This fact, to a French story-teller, ap()earH, of course, a damnable restriction, and M. Zola 
would probably decline to take au tirieux any work produced under such unnatund conditions. 
Half of life is a sealed book to younif unmarried ladies, and how can a novel be worth anjrthing 
that deals only with half of life? These objections are perfectly valid, and it maybe said that 
our English system is a good thinur for virvins and boys, and a bad thing for the novel itself, 
when the novel is regarded as something more than a simple j«u detprtt, and considered aa a 
composition that treats of life at large anil hel^m us to hnov)." 



NANA. 

From the 127th French Edition. 

THE "ASSOMMOIR." (ThcPreluaeto-NAKA.-) 
From the 97th French Edition, 

PIPING HOT! (POT.BOU.ULE.) 

From the 6^rd French Edition, 

GERMINAL; OR, MASTER AND MAN. 

From the i7th French Edition. 

THE RUSH FOR THE SPOIL (la oupeE., 

From the ZUh French Edition, 

THE LADIES' PARADISE. (The Sequel to "Piping hot!-) 
From the hOth French Edition, 

abbb: mouret's transgression. 

From the 31«^ French Edition, 

THERESE RAQUIN. 

The above Works are pablished without Illustrations, price 6s« eaoh. 

HIS MASTERPIECE? ,lczuvre. 

With a Portrait of ]\r. EMILE ZOLA, Etched by BocouRT. 
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ZOLA'S REALISTIC \AOM ELS— continued, 

THE FORTUNE OF THE ROUGONS. 

Fr(ym. the 2Uh FrencJi Edition, 

HOW JOLLY LIFE IS! 

From the iUk French Edition, 

THE CONQUEST OF PLASSANS. 

From the 2Zrd French Edition, 

A LOVE EPISODE. 

From the 52nd French Edition, 

HIS EXCELLENCY EUGl^NE ROUGON. 

From the 22nd French Edition, [Shortly, 

FAT AND THIN, (le ventre de par.s.) 

FroTTi the 2ith French Edition, [In May, 



The following are pnbllslied, in largre ootavo, price 78. 6d. per Vol. 
JSocA Volume contains about 100 Engravings, half of which are page-size, 

1. NANA. 2. THE ASSOMMOIR. 3. PIPING HOT. 

Desioks by BELLENGER, BERTALL, CLAIRIN, GILL, YIEEOE, tuu 



THE BOULEVARD NOVELS. 

Piotnres of French ICorals and ICannere. 
In small Svo, attractively bound, price 2s. Qd, each. 



NANA'S DAUGHTER. 



By ALFRED SIRVEN and HENRI 
LEVERDIER. 

From the Z&th French Edition, 



ODETTE'S MARRIAGE. 

By ALBERT DELPIT. 
From the 22nd French Edition, 

THE VIRGIN WIDOW. 
THE YOUNG GUARD. bya. matthey. 

BY VAST-RICOUARD. jV LADIES' MAN. 

From the Ibth French Edition, j3y qUY DE MAUPASSANT. 

♦T'TTn Tir/MliTAXT r\T rTni? ^'^^^ '** ^'* French EdiHoTi, 

THE WOMAN OF FIRE. crAirn ttdo 

By ADOLPHE BELOT. ; oLALLU LilrO. 

Fr.m the 30th French Edition. \ By F. DU BOISGOBEY. 
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VIZETELLY'8 HALF-CROWN SERIES. 

PARIS HERSELF AGAIN. By George Acgbstus Sala. Ninth 

Edition. 558 pages and 850 Engravings. 

" On sabjects like those in his present work, Mr. Sala is at his best"— r^ Times. 

" This book is one of the most readable that has appeared for many a dny. Few English- 
men know so much of old and modem Paris as Mr. S&la."— TrutA. 

UNDER THE SUN. Essays Mainly Written in Hot Countries. 

By George Augitstus Sala. A New Edition. Illustrated with 12 page Engravings and an 
etched Portrait of the Author. 

" There are nearly four hundred pages between the covers of this volume, which means 
that they contain plenty of excellent reading."— 5<. James's Gazette. 

DUTCH PICTURES and PICTURES DONE WITH A QUILL. 

By Oborge Augustus Sala. A New Edition. Illustrated with 8 page Engravings. 

" Mr. Sala's best work has in it something of Montaigne^ a great deal of Charles Lamb — 
made deei>er and broader— and not a little of Lamb's model, the accomplished and quaint Sir 
Thomas Brown. These * Dutch Pictures.' and ' Pictures Done with a Quill," display to per- 
fection the quick eye, gotid taste, and ready hand of the born essayist— they are never tire- 
some." — Daily Telegraph. 

HIGH LIFE IN FRANCE UNDER THE REPUBLIC. Social 

avd Satiripal Sketches in Paris and the Provinces. By E. C. Grekville-Murray. 
Third Edition, with a Frontispiece. 

" A very clever and entertaining series of social and satirical sketched, almost French in 
their point and vivacity." —Contemporary Review. 

" A most amusing book, and no less instructive if read with allowances and understand- 
ing."— H^orW. 

PEOPLE I HAVE MET. By E. C. Gbenville-Murray. a New 

Edition. With 8 page Engravings trom Designs by F. Barnard. 

" Mr. Grenville-Murray's images sparkle with cleverness and with a shrewd wit, caustic or 
cynical at times, but by no means excluding a due appreciation of the softer viitues of women 
and the sterner excellencies of men."— Spectator. 

" All of Mr. Grenville-Murray's porti^iCs are clever and life-like, and' some of them are 
not unworthy of a model who was inoie before the author's eye than Addison— namely, 
ITiackeray."— TnttA. 

J BOOK OP COURT SCANDAL. 
CAROLINE BAUER AND THE COBURGS. From the German, 

with two carefully engraved Portraits. 

** Caroline Bauer's name became in a mysterious and almost tragic manner connected 
with those of two men highly esteemed and well remembered in England— Prince Leopold 
of Coburg, and his nephew, Prince Albert's trusty friend and adviser, Bai'on btockmar." — 
The Times. 

THE STORY OF THE DIAMOND NECKLACE, Told m Detau. 

for the First Time. A New Edition. By Henkt Vizbtellt. Illustrated with an authentic 
representation of the Diamond Necklace, and a Portrait of the Countess de la Motte, engraved 
on steel, and other Engravings. 

"Had ihe most daring of our sensational novelists put forth the present plain 
unvarnished statement of facts as a work of - fiction, it would have been denounced tut 
so violating all probabilities as to be a positive insult to the common sense ot the reader. 
Yet strange, startling. Incomprehensible as is the narrative which tiie author has here 
evolved, every word of it ia true."— Notes and Queries. 

GUZMAN OF ALFARAQUE. A Spanish Novel, translated by 

E. LowDELU Illustrated with highly finished steel Engravings from Designs by Stahl. 

"The wit, vivacity and variety of this masterpiece cannot be over-estimated." — MortUng 
Post. 
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In large ^vo, 1^0 pages and 130 Engravings, price Is. 

GORDON AND THE MAHDI. 

An Illustrated Narrative of the Soudan War. 

<« This wonderfully good shilling's worth should command a wide sale." — Illustrated News. 
In paper cover?, Is. ea>ch ; or cloth gilt, 2s. 6d. 

Patter Poems. 1 

Humorous and Serious, for Read- 
ings AND Recitations. 
By WALTER PARKE. 

WITH ILLUSTRATIONS BY J. LEITCH. 

** 'Patter Poems' include many sparkling 
and merry lays, well adapted for recitatiun 
and sure of the approval of the audience." 
— Saturday Review. 

THE 

Comic Golden Legend. 

By WALTER PARKE. 

WITH ILLUSTRATIONS BY J. LEITCH. 

"The storienare told in bright and luminous 
verses in which ai'e dexterously wrought 
panidies of a good many present and some 
past poets.*'— Scotsman. 

Songs of Singularity. 

By WALTER PARKE. 

IIXUSTRATED WITH 60 ENGRAVINGS. 



In paper covers. Is. ; or in parchment binding, gilt on side, 2s. Qd. 
ADMIRABJiY SUITED FOR PRIVATES REPREdENTATION. 

THE PASSER-BY. 

A Comedy in One Act. 

By FRAN9OIS COPP^E, of the French Academy. 

Translated by Luigi, Author op "The Red Cross," &c. 

*' a translation exceedingly well done."— it'hitehaU Review. 

NEW SATIRICAL POEM, BY A WELL-KNOWN POET. 
In erottm 8vo, price Is. 

LUCIFER IN LONDON, 

and his reflections on life, manners, and the prospects of society. 

"Decidedly witty and original. " —Sanctuy Tima. 
In croum Svo, price 2s. 6d. 

IN STRANGE COMPANY. 

By JAMES GREENWOOD (the " Amateur Qisual "). 
ILLUSTRATED WITH A PORTRAIT OF THE AUTHOR, ENGRAVED ON STEEL. 
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VIZETELLY'S SIXPENNY SERIES OF AMUSING 
AND ENTERTAINING BOOKS. 

CECILE'S FORTUNE. By f. du boisgobey. 

THE THREE-CORNERED HAT. by p. a. de alaecon. 

THE BLACK CROSS MYSTERY, bt h. cobkran. 

THE STEEL NECKLACE, bt f. du boisgobey. 

THE GREAT HOGGARTY DIAMOND, bt w. m. thackeray. 

CAPTAIN SPITFIRE. AND THE UNLUCKY TREASURE. 

By p. a. de ALAKCON. 
MATRIMONY BY ADVERTISEMENT ; And Other Adventures 
OF A JOUKKALIST. By C. G. PAYKE. Engrom'nga. 

VOTE FOR POTTLEBECK! The Story op a Politician is 

Love. By 0. G. PAYNE. Evg^ravlngs. 
YOUNG WIDOWS. Bt E. C. GBENVILLE-MUKRAY. ta Engratwgs. 

THE DETECTIVE'S EYE. by f. du boisgobey. 

THE STRANGE PHANTASY OF DR. TRINTZIUS. uv 

AUGUSTS VITU. 

A SHABBY GENTEEL STORY, by w. m. thackeray. 
THE RED LOTTERY TICKET, by f. du boisgobey. 

Will be ready shortly— 

THE FIDDLER AMONG THE BANDITS, by Alexandre 

DUMAS. 

TARTARIN OF TARASCON. by alphonse daudet. 
THE PRIMA DONNA'S HUSBAND, by f. du boisgobey. 
THE ABBE CONSTANTIN. by ludovic halevy. 
1 HE RESULTS OF A DUEL, by f. du boisgobey. 

Other Volmnes are in Freparation. 

In One Volume, large imperial 8vo, price 3s., or siiigle numbers price Gd. each, 

THE SOCIAL ZOO; 

Satieical, Social, and Humorous Sketches by the Best Wbitku-s. 
Copiously Illustrated in many Styles by well-known Artists, 
OUR GILDED YOUTH. By E. C. Grenville-Murray. 
NICE GIRLS. By R. Mountekey Jephson. 
NOBLE LORDS. By E. C Grenville-Mukray. 
FLIRTS. By E. C. Grenville-Murray. 
OUR SILVERED YOUTH. By E. C. Grenville-Mubrav. 
MILITARY MEN AS THEY AVERE. By E. Dyne Fentu.n. 
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In demy 4to, liandsomely printed and hound, vrith gilt edges, price 12». 

A HISTORY OF CHAMPAGNE; 

WITH NOTES ON THE OTHER SPARKLING WINES OF FRANCE. 
By henry VIZETELLY. 

Chktauer of the Order of Fbanz-Josef. 
wine jusc« for great britain at the vienna and paris exhibitions of 1873 and 1878. 

Illustrated with 350 Engravings, 

FROM ORIGINAL SKETCHES AND PHOTOGRAPHS, ANCIENT MSS., EARLY PRINTED 
BOOKS, RARE PRINTS, CARICATURES, ETC. 



"A very agreeable medley of history, anecdote, (geographical description, and such like 
matter, distinguished by an accuracy not often found in such medleys, and iUustratod in the 
most abundant and pleasingly miscellaneous fashion." — Daily News. 

•* Mr. Henry Vizetelly's handsome book about Champagne and other sparkling wines of 
France is full of curious information and amusement It should be widely read and appreciated." 
— Saturday Review. 

**Mr. Henry Vizetelly has written a quarto volume on the 'History of Chamx)agne,' in 
which he has collected a large number of facts, many of them very curious and interesting. Many 
of the woodcuts are excellent."— ^{A<7>aj«/?». 

*' It is probable that this large volume contains such an amoimt r>f information touching the 
subject which it treats as cannot be lound elsewliere. How competent the nuthor was for the 
tatfk he undertook is to be inferred from the functions he has discharged, and from the excep- 
tional opportunities he enjoyed." — Illustrated London News. 

■•* A veritable Edition de luxe^ dealing with the history of Chumpagnc from the time of the 
Romans to the present date. . . . An interesting b<>ok, the incidents and details of which are 
very graphically told with a good deal of wit and humour. The engravings are exceedingly well 
executed."— rA« Wine and Spirit News. 
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MR. HENRY VIZETELLY'S POPULAR BOOKS ON WINE. 

*'Mr. Visetelly discourses brightly and discriminatingly on cnis and bouquets and the 
different European vineyards, most of which he has evidently visited." — The Times. 

*' Mr. Henry Vissetelly's books about different wines have an importance and a value far 
gi eater than will be assigned them by those who look merely at the price at which they are 
published."— iSuTidaj/ Times. 

Price l8. 6d. ornamental cover; or 2s, 6d, in elegant cloth binding, 

FACTS ABOUT PORT AND MADEIRA, 

GLEANED DURING A TOUR IN THE AUTUMN OP 1877. 

By henry VIZETELLY, 

Wink Juror for Ghbat Britain at thk Vienna and Paris Exhibitions of 1873 and 1878. 
With 100 niastrationB from Original Sketches and Photographs. 

BY THE SAME AUTHOR. 
Price Is. Qd. ornamental cover; or 2s. 6d, in elegani cloth binding. 

FACTS ABOUT CHAMPAGNE, 

AND OTHER SPARKLING WINES. 

Collected during numerous Visits to the Champagne and other Vitictltural Districts 

OF France and the Principal remaining Wine- producing Countries of £uro£K. 

lUnstrated with 112 Xn gratings from Sketches and Photographs. 



Price Is, oimamental cover ; or Is. 6d, cloth gilt. 

FACTS ABOUT SHERRY, 

GLEANED IN THE VINEYARDS AND BODEGAS OP THE JEREZ, & OTHER DISTRICTS. 
Ulastrated with numerous Xngra-vings from Original Sketches. 

Price Is. in ornamental cover ; or \s. Qd, cloth gilt. 

THE WINES OF THE WORLD, 

CHARACTERIZED AND CLASSED. 
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In small post 8w, ornamental scarlet covers, Is. each. 

THE GABORIAU AND DU BOISGOBEY 
SENSAT IONAL NOV ELS. 

** Ah, friend, how maiiy and many a while 
They've made the slow time fleetly flow. 
And solaced pain and charmed exile, 
BoisooBEY and Gaboriau ! " 

Ballade of Railway Novels i/i " Lopgnian's Magazimt." 

IN PERIL OF HIS LIFE. 

" A story of thrilling interest, and admirably translated."— Surufay Timet, 

THE LEROUGE CASE. 

" M. Gaboriau is a skilful and brilliant writer, capable of so diverting ihe attention and 
interest of his readers that not one word or line in his book will be skipped or read cai9- 
leaaly."— HampsfUre Advertiser. 

OTHER PEOPLE'S MONEY. 

" The interest is kept up throughout, and the story is told graphically and with a good 
deal of art." — London Figaro. 

LECOQ THE DETECTIVE. Two Vols. 

** In the art cf forging a tangled chain oif complicated incidents involved and inex- 
plicable until the last link is reached and the whole made clear, Mr. Wilkie Collins is 
equalled, if not excelled, by M. Gaboriau." — Brighton Herald. 

THE GILDED CLIQUE. 

"Full of incident, and instinct with life and action. Altogether this is a most 
fascinating book." — Hampshire Advertiser. 

THE MYSTERY OF ORCIVAL 

" The Author keepe the interest of the reader at fever heat, and by a succession of 
unexpected turns and incidents, the drama is ultimately worked out to a very plea- 
sant result. The ability displayed is imquestionable."— S/i^^^ Independent. 

DOSSIER NO. 113. 

" The plot is worked out with great skill, and from first to last the reader's interest is 
never allowed to flag." — Bumbarion Herald. 

THE LITTLE OLD MAN OF BATIGNOLLES. 
THE SLAVES OF PARIS. Two Vols. 

"Sensational, Aill of interest, cleverly conceived, and wrought oat with oonaummate 
skilL" — Oxford and Cambridge Joumdi. 

THE CATASTROPHE. Two Vols. 

" *The Catastrophe' does ample credit to M. Gaboriaa's reputatJon as a novelist of 
vast resource in incident and of wonderfiil ingenuity in constracting and unravelling 
thrilling mjtAxiriw."— Aberdeen Journal. 

THE COUNT'S MILLIONS. Two Vols. 

"To thoie who love the mysterieua and the sensational, Gaboriaa's stories are irre- 
sistibly fascinating. His marvellously demsr feges hold the mirror up to nature witn 
absolute fidelity ; and the interest with ^vhich lie contrives to invest his oharacters proves 
that exaggeration is unneoessary to avoMtr* "~ ** ' ' • 
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INTRIGUES OF A POISONER. 

'* The wonderM Sensational Novels of Emile Gaborian." — Globe. 

THE OLD AGE OF LECOQ, THE DETECTIVE. Two Vols. 

" The romances of Oaboriau and Du Boisffobey picture the marvellous Lecoq and other 
wonders of shrewdness, who piece together the olalx>rate details of the most complicated 
crimes, as Professor Owen with the smallest boue as a foundation could reconstruct the 
most extraordinary animals." — Standard. 

IN THE SERPENTS' COILS. 

'•This is a most pifittiresque, dramatic, nnd powerful sensational novel. Its interest 
never flags. Its terrific excitement continues to the end. The reader is kept spell- 
bound." — Oldham Chronicle. 

THE DAY OF RECKONING. Two Vols. 

** M. du Boisgobey gives us no tiresome descriptions or laboured analyses of character; 
xmder his facile pen plots full of incident are quickly opened and unwound. He does 
not stop to moralise; all his art consists in creating intricacies which shall keep the 
reader's curiosity on the stretch, and offer a full scope to his own really wonderful 
ingenuity for imravellLng."— 2'iine*. 

THE SEVERED HAND. 

" The plot is a marvel of intric<»cy and cleverly managed surprises."— Literary World. 
" Readers who like a thoroughly entangled and thrilling plot will welcome this novel 
with avidity." — Bristol Mercury. 

BERTHA'S SECRET. 

*' ' Bertha's Secret * is a most effective romance. We need not say how the story end.*, 
for this would spoil the reader's pleasure in a novel which depends for all its interest ou 
the skilful weaving and unweaving of mysteries."— rime*. 

WHO DIED LAST? OR THE RIGHTFUL HEIR. 

** Travellers at this season of the year will find the time occupied by a long journey 
pass away as rapidly as they can desire with one of Du Boisgobey's absorbing volumes in 
their hand." — London Figaro. 

THE CRIME OF THE OPERA HOUSE. Two Vols. 

*' We are led breathless from the first page to the last, and close the book with a 
thorough admiration for the vigorous romancist who has tne courage to fulfil the true 
function of the story-teller, by making reflection subordinate to action." — Aberdeen 
Journal. 

Lately published Volumes. 

THE RED BAND. Two Vols. -THE GOLDEN TRESS. 
FERNANDE'S CHOICE -THE NAMELESS MAN. 
THE PHANTOM LEG.-THE ANGEL OF THE CHIMES. 
THIEVING FINGERS.-THE CONVICT COLONEL. 
HIS GREAT REVENGE. 2 Vois.-A RAILV\rAY TRAGEDY. 
THE MATAPAN AFFAIR. - A FIGHT FOR A FORTUNE. 
THE GOLDEN PIG; OE, THE IDOL OP MODERN PARIS, svok 
PRETTY BABIOLE.-THE CORAL PIN. Two Vols. 
THE THUMB STROKE. -THE JAILER'S PRETTY WIFE. 
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In double volumes, hound in scarlet cloth, price 2«. ^d. each. 
NEW EDITIONS OF THE 

GABORIAU AND DU BOISGOBEY 
SENSATIONAL NOVELS. 

1— THE HrYSTEBY OP OKCIVAL, AND THE OILDED CLiaiXE. 

2.-THIS LEBOXTGE CASE, AND OTHEB PEOPLE'S MONET. 

3.-IiECOCl, THE DETECTIVE. 4.-THE SLAVES OF PARIS. 

6.-IN PEBIL OF HIS LIFE, AND INTBIGUES OF A POISONEB. 
6.-DOSSIEB NO. 113, AND THE LITTLE OLD MAN OF BA- 
TIGNOLLES. 7.-THE COUNT'S MILLIONS. 

8.-THB OLD AGE OF LECOQ, THE DETECTIVE. 

9.-THE CATASTROPHE. lO.-THE DAT OF BECKONING. 

ll.-THE SEVEBED HAND, AND IN THE SEBPENTS' COILS. 
12.-BEBTHA'S SECBET, AND WHO DIED LAST P 
13.-THE CBIME OF THE OPEBA HOUSE. 17.-THE COBAL PIN. 
14.-THE MATAPAN AFFAIB, AND A FIGHT FOB A FOBTUNE. 
15.— THE GOLDEN PIG. 18.-HIS GBEAT BEVENGE. 

16.-THE THUMB STBOKE, AND PBETT7 BABIOLE. 
19.— JAILEB'S PBETTY WIFE, AND ANGEL OF THE CHIMES. 
20.-A RAILWAY TBAGED7, AND THE CONVICT COLONEL. 
2I.-THE PHANTOM LEG, AND THIEVING FINGEBS. 

In small post 8w, ornamental covers, I5. each ; in cloth. Is. 6d. 

VIZETELLTS POPULAR FRENCH NOVELS. 

TRANSLATIONS OF THE BEST EXAMPLES OF RECENT FRENCH 
FICTION OF AN UNOBJKCrriONABLE CHARACTER. 



" They are books thai may be safely left lying ab mt where the ladies of the family can pick them up 
and read them. The interest they create is happily not of the vicioiis sort at all." 

Sheffield Independent. 

FROMONT THE YOUNGER & RISLER THE ELDER. By 

A. Daudet. 

" The series starts well with M. Alphonse Daudet's masterpiece. "—^^encFum. 

"A terrible story, powerful after a sledge-hammer fashion in some parts, and won- 
derfully tender, toucliiugi and pathetic in others, the extraordinary populai-ity whereof 
may be inferred from the fact that this English vei-sion is said to be ' translated from the 
fiftieth French edition.' "— Illustrated London News. 

SAMUEL BROHL AND PARTNER. By v. Cherbuuez. 

** Those who have read this singular story in the original need not be reminded of that 
supremely di-amatic studv of the man who lived two lives at once, even within himself. 
The reader's discovery of his double nature is one of tiie most cleverly managed of sur- 
prises, and Samuel Brohl's final dissolution of partnership with himself is a remarkable 
stroke of almost pathetic comedy."— TAe Graphic. 

THE DRAMA OF THE RUE DE LA PAIX. By A. Bblot. 

*'A highly ingenious plot is developed in *The Drama of the Rue de la Paix,' in 
which a decidedly interesting and thrilling narrative Is told with gi^eat force 'and 
passion, relieved by sprightliness and tehder aeaa.*'— Illustrated London News. 

MAUGARS JUNIOR. ByA^THEDMBT. 

One of the most charming novelettes we have re&d for A longf time."— Literary JVorld. 
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WAYWARD DOSIA, & THE GENEROUS DIPLOMATIST. 

By HsKRT GrAvillb. 

"Ab epigramniatic as aDything Lord BeaconBfield has ever written."— 17ainp«&tre 
Telegraph. 

A NEW LEASE OF LIFE, & SAVING A DAUGHTER'S 

DOWRY. By E. About. 

'* ' A New T^ease of Tiife ' is an absorbing story, the interest of which is kept np to the 
very end." — Dublin Evening Mail. 

**The story, aa a fliorht of brilliant and eocentiic Imagination, is unequalled in its 
peculiar way. "—The Graphic. 

COLOMBA, & CARMEN. By P. mnmht. 

"The freshness and raciness of ' Colomba is quite cheering after the stereotyped Uiree- 
Tolume novels with which our circulating libraries are crammed."— //a2i/ax Times. 

** * Carmen * will be welcomed by the lovers of the gprightly and ttmef ul opera the 
heiroine of which Minnie Hauk made so popular. It is a bright and vivacious story."— X^e. 

A WOMAN'S DIARY, & THE LITTLE COUNTESS. By 

0. Feuillet. 

** Is wrought out with masterly skill and affords reading, which although of a slightly 
sensational kind, cannot be said to be hurtful either mentally or morally." — DwaibarUm 
Hercdd. 

BLUE-EYED META HOLDENIS, & A STROKE OF DIPLO- 

MACY. By V. Cherbuliez. 

" ' Blue-eyed Meta Holdenis ' is a delightful tale."— CtvtZ Service Gazette. 
*"A Stroke of Diplomacy' is a bright vivacious story pleasantly told."— Hampshire 
Advertiser. 

THE GODSON OF A MARQUIS. By A. Theombt. 

** The rustic personages, the rural scenery and life in the forest country of Argonne, 
are painted with the lurnd of a master. fVom the beginning to the close the interest 
of the story never Ha/gB^—Li/e. 

THE TOWER OF PERCEMONT & MARIANNE. ByGBoaoB 

Sand. 

**George Sand has a great name, and the 'Tower of Peroemont' Is not unworthy 
of it."- JMiwtroted Ldhdon News. 

THE LOW-BORN LOVER'S REVENGE. By V. Chbuiulmz. 

<« < The Low-bom Lover's Revenge ' is one of M. Cherbulles's many exquisitely written 
productions. The studies of human nature under various influences, espedi^ in the 
cases of the unhappy heroine and her low-bom lov«r, are wondorfully effective."— lUvs- 
trated London Neivs. 

THE NOTARY'S NOSE, AND OTHER AMUSING STORIES. 

By E. About. 

/* Crisp and bright, full of movement and interest *'«-£rigr%ton Herald, 

DOCTOR CLAUDE ; OR, LOVE RENDERED DESPERATE. 

By H. Malot. Two vols. 

**Webav6 to appeal to our very fint fUght of novellsteito Had AnytfalBf so •rtistio in . 
BagUah ronumoe as these books."— Dw^Zin SveniTtg MaU. 

THE THREE RED KNIGHTS; OR, THR BROTHERS' 

VENOKANCK. By P. FAval. \ 

** The one thing that strikes us in these storlM #the maiTitlom diMMlUo akfll of tie 
wrlUn,'*'^h^jffMd Ind^smdenL >v . 

Bndboiy. Agnew. * C!o.. HIMtPk^^tcfriura. 
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AN INITIAL FINE OF 25 CEN";^ 

WILL BE ASSESSED FOR FAILURE TO RETURiC 
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